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IXTRODUCTORY XOTE. 

WiiEx Mr. l^iuero set himself to A'^'rite " Lncl\' Boun- 
tiful " he e\i(lently thought that a' pul)lic Avhieh 
had ])atieutly devoured Thackeray and Dickens in 
monthly numbers, Avliich now was content to I'ead 
even 3Ir. (U'orye ^[eredith in serial foi'm, and made 
Mr. iludie the autocratic guide to its literarj' taste, 
miu'lit lie prepared to listen with interest to a st<iry 
told in four acts which otherwise might have been 
narrated in thi'ee Vdlumes. IJut the event proved 
that ;\lr. Pinero, in this instance, had not correctly 
gauge(l that unknown and very variable nuantity, 
the Jkitish Public. It had been complained by the 
more captious of the newest critics that the stories 
of the plays written by even our best contemporary 
dramatists wei'e such as no self-respecting novelist 
would condescend to handle. Be this as it may, the 
story of "Lady Bountiful" is, I venture to think, 
human and interesting enough to offer possibilities 
to the novelist ; ^\■hereas ^fr. Pinero treated it, after 
his lights, in dramatic form. And he gripped the 
attention of his audiences, and made them laugh 
and made them cry, and yet " Lady Bountiful " can- 
not be described as a popular success, in London at 
all events. 

How is this comparative failure to be accounted 
for? I cannot think that the public was nmcli con- 
cerned as to whether it was or was not a novel in 
stage form, but the absence of any showy dramatic 
emotion may have exerted an adverse influence on 
the fortunes of the play. " Lady Bountiful " was 
produced at a moment when the palate of the play- 
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going public was being tickled by some very highly 
flavoured dramatic fare, and possibly, despite the 
gentle tyranny of " the young lady of flfteen," some 
resentment was felt that ^Mr. Pinero should have in- 
vited the great British Public to listen to " a history 
to make a rhyme to speed a young maid's hour." 
We are, of coarse, a very moral and respectable peo- 
ple ; but we do not necessarily wish our virtues to 
be dragged into our amusements. We prefer to 
keep them separate ; and when a dramatist deliber- 
ately seeks to entertain us with a play in which not 
a single Commandment shall be broken, we — speak- 
ing as the public — say, " How nice of him, and what 
a sweet and pure and wholesome play to take young 
■girls to ; " but, at the same time, we go, to see not 
his play, but something else, where, at least, the 
Seventh Commandment is not preserved in cotton- 
wool against fracture — and we send our girls to 
German Keed's. 

But there were also other reasons for the non- 
success of " Lady Bountiful." People who seek 
amusement at the theatre do not really like to be 
made to cry. Actual pathos, which strikes home 
by its simple truth, is not endurable as long as it 
involves men and women of modern life. That 
pathetic scene in which IMeg Heron dies quietly in 
her chair, while her husband, at her bidding, is talk- 
ing to the baby in the cradle, ■was, I cannot help 
thinking, in a great measure accountable for the non- 
success of " Lady Bountiful." The audience A\'as in 
tears in spite of itself, feeling the sadness of the 
episode with actual pain ; and people came away 
from the theatre saying, " A beautiful play, but I 
would not see it again for worlds ; it has made me 
so miserable." That lasting impression of sadness 
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was the key-note to the fate of this play. Then, 
again, tlie respective cliaracters of Camilla Brent 
and Dennis Heron appeared perplexing to many, 
and, being so, presented themselves in an unsym- 
pathetic light. The girl who endeavours to inspire 
the man she loves with ambition that shall impel 
him to j)erform a worthy part in life, who not un- 
naturally expresses her disappointment when she 
perceives no sign of the laudable ambition slie had 
hoped to foster, was written down as "a priggish 
and inconsistent young woman." On the otlier 
hand, the young man A\'ho, in his sense of gratitude 
to the humble folk who have befriended him in his 
timfe of need, feels that the fault must be his, when 
he discovers that their daughter has fallen in love 
with him, and therefore his the reparation, at all 
costs to himself of hapjpiness and prospects, M-as 
solemnly written of as an egotistical ynuiig cub, 
and a quixotic fool to boot. 

With a hero and heroine misu.nderstood like this 
by experienced playgoers, it is not surprising that 
the tone and significance of the whole play failed tf) 
appeal to the majority of the audiences. However, 
through the publication of the work, freed from the 
uncertainties of representation, the public is now 
brought into more direct communion witli the 
author's intentions, and may therefore, perhaps, be 
able to regard the play in a more sympathetic 
light. 

Mr. John Hare produced " Lady Bountiful " at 
the Garrick Theatre on March 7, 1891, and with- 
drew it on Friday, May 2:2, of the same year, after 
66 performances. The following is a copy of the 
programme on the occasion of the first representa- 
tion. 
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THE GAKRICK THExVTRE; 

Lessee ani> MANAaEK, Mh. John Haee. 



THIS EVENING, .SATURDAY, MARCH 7th, 1891. 

WILL BE ACTED 

LADY BOrXTIFUL. 

anew and OHIGINAL play in FOUll ACTS. 

BY 

A. W. PIXERO. 



Sir Lcciax Bkent, Bakt . 

Sir Richard Philliter, Q. 

C. . . . 

RoDEEiOK Heron. 
Dennis Hebon 
John Veale. 
Pedgrift (a Parish Clerk and 

Sexton.) 

Wimple 

Floyce 

A Villager. 



Mr. Gilbert Hare. 

(His First Appearance in London). 

Mii. C. AV. Somerset. 
Mr. John Hake. 
Ml!. J. Forbes-Robertson. 
Mr. Charles Groves. 

Mr. 1!. CATHCArrr. 
Mr. John Byron. 
Mr. R. Power. 
Mr. Henry Rivers. 



Miss Brent . 
Camilla Brent . 
Beatrix Brent . 
Mrs. Veale . 
Margaret Veale 
Mrs. Hodnutt (a Pew 

Opener) 
Amelia. 
A Villager. 



Miss ('arlott.\ Addison. 
Miss Kate Rorkk. 
Miss Be.\trice Fkrrar. 
Miss Dolores Drcm.mond. 
Miss Marie Linden. 

Miss Caroline Elton. 
Miss Werster. 
Miss E. Turti.i;. 



Note. — The Author desires to acknowledge the relationship of one of the 
characters of his play to the well-known family of the Skimpoles. 



* My masters, will you hear a simple tale ? 
No war, no lust, not a Commandment broke 
By sir or madam — but a histoi'y 
To make a rhyme to speed a young maid's hour." 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE. H 

ACT I. 

ArXT A>^XE SPKAKS HER MIXD. 

Peele-Lj/dgate. A ilundmj-ruom at " Famicourt." 



ACT 11. 

DENNIS SETS FOOT IN A NEW WORLD. 

London. Three Months After. 
" The Hyde Park Ridimj Academy,'''' Trevor Row, Knights- 
bridge. 



ACT III. 

MARGARET PREPARES FOR HER VOYAGE. 

London. Eighteen Months After. 
The Basement, U Pinch Street, Westminster. 



ACT IV. 

CAMILLA GOES TO THE ALTAR. 

Peele-Lydijofe. Fiije Years After. 
St. Eanswythe, Lydcjate Old Church. 



The curtain will fall foi- a moment cUu-iug Act IV., to repre- 
sent the lapse of a night. 



SCKNEEY BY MI!. W. HAKFOKD. 



On November 16, 1891, " Lady Bountiful '' was 
produced simultaneously by Mr. Daniel P>ohman at 
the Lyceum Theatre, New York, and by Mr. R. M. 
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Field at the Boston Bluseuni, but the fortunes of the 
play differed very materially in the two great centres 
of American theatrical enterprise. In New A'orkits 
success was far greater than had been anticipated, 
and it enjoyed quite a long career ; but in Boston 
the play going public turned an indifferent ear to it, 
in spite of the sympathy and praise of the critics, 
and it was withdrawn in a fortnight. The simplicity 
and gentleness of the story may have had something 
to do with this, as one writer pointed out, though in 
some quarters it was suggested that the play was 
not as happily cast in Boston as in Xew York. A 
curious fact in connection with the New York pro- 
duction was the changing of the hero's name from 
Dennis to Donald. Mr. Frohman did this because 
in that city, it appears, Dennis is used as the pro- 
verbial designatir)n for a man who is always left 
behind, and therefore it was not considered auspi- 
cious for the hero of a new play. In Boston the name 
was not changed. Herein, perhaps, is matter for 
the curious collater of theatrical superstitions. 

Malcolm C. S.u,amax. 



THE PERSONS OP THE PLAY 

Sir LiiriAjf Beext, Baet 

Camilla Brent 

Beatrix Brent 

Mrss Brent 

RoDERK K Heron 

Dennis Heron 

John Veale 

]\rRs. Yeale 

]\[argaRT.,t VtAi.,i; 

Sir Richard Philliter, Q. C. 

Amelia 

WiirpLE 

Pedgrift 

Mrs. Hodnutt 

Floycb 

Note. — The Author desires to acknowledge the relation- 
ship of one of the characters of his play to the well-known 
family of the Skimpole^. 



THE FIBSTACT 
AUNT AXXE SPEAKS IIEU MIND 

THE SECOyn ACT 
DENNIS SETS FOOT IN" A NEW WORLD. 

TlfE THITtT) ACT 
MARGARET PREPARES FOR TIER VOYAGE 

THE FOmTH ACT 
CAMILLA GOES TO THE ALTAR 



LADY BOUNTIFUL. 



THE FIRST ACT. 
AUNT ANNE SPEAKS HER MIND. 

Tli.e scene is <i liixuriously comfortable and elegant 
moriiiiu/ room nt Faimcoiirt, the country seat of 
CAjriLLA Brent. Through the ninllioiied vy'ni- 
dows a bei I lit I fid garden is seen ; a, little vestibule 
Iliads to the garden, rohile a further room is 
reached by a fevi oalien steps with bahistrades. 
It is a briglit morning in late summer. 

Beatrix Beent, a healthy-looJeing, rosy-cheeked child 
of about thirteen., is standing by the windoio 
playing her violin. Sir Luctan Brext, her 
brother., n handsome young man of over tn-enty, 
passes outside smoking a jnpe, and then enters 
through the vestibule, and lolls on the settle. 

LuriAi^. 
Good morning, Trix. 

Beatrix. 

Good morning. You may not smoke Ijere, you 
know. We ladies don't like it. 
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LrriAx. 

Oh. [Jictjinilii// /lis /lij/i' to Jiia cane.] "Well, we 
gentlemen, especially when we're reading for 
" Smalls," don't like immature tiddling. 

Fr.ovcE, fi iiKuin/'i-rii/if, I'liters irltji. iif'ii'aijaperH., which 
hi; jiliiri'ti iqHHi tJie tiilili^^ i-xi-i'jit " Thu Tillies^'' 
ii-hirh. hi' hdiifh to LuclAX. 

Fl( >Y( K. 

The papers, Sir Lucian. [^''loyck ijoex out. 

Beatkix. 

Aunt Anne would be very indignant if she knew 
you had answered me. \_Prondlj/.'] You know I 
am delicate. 

LrciAx. 

Xo, I don't. I believe that's an impressive fic- 
tion, Trix. You always look sufficiently jolly. 

Beatrix. 
As a matter of fact I am extremely delicate. 

LniAX. 
Then you shouldn't let it make you so ^'ain. 

Beatrix. 

\_lki'ij(iriJiii(/ LrriAX vith i7i.si/ii.'<t.l Tliere ought 
to be no such relationship as brotlier and sister. 
Families should be all girls or all boys. 

\_^ipi>r(ii(i'hi III/ him., t<hi' .^rriiju^.i thi- hnss strimj 
of her i:iolin in hin cur. 
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LUCIAN. 

Be quiet, Trix. 

Beatrix. 

Come into the next room and play my accompani- 
ment—there's a darling. 

LrriAx. 
"When I've read the paper. 

Beatrix. 

Hateful Boy ! \_Lool:in<j out of the 'ir!r/(7oir.] Hal- 
loa! Oh-h-h! 

[Miss Brent /.« jjas.fi/i;/ the 'iririJows out- 
side, vnth hvr head doirii. mnl her hands 
clasped hehitid her. 

LuCIAN. 

Eh? 

Beatrix. 

.Just look! \_Iii a. wliisper.] Aunt Anne. 

LrriAX. 
Anything wrong ? 

Beatrix. 

Whenever Aunt Anne stalks the garden in that 
way somebody is in for a scolding. 

Luf'TAX. 

She ^^'as on the march before I was down. 
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Beatrix. 

Do you think Lady Bountiful has been spending 
loo niiich money, or something of that sort? 

LuriAX. 

Camilla is her own mistress. Aunt Anne is my 
guardian for a few months longer, hut Lady Bounti- 
ful is over age. 

Beatrix. 

Yes, but I know she still regulates Camilla's 
money-matters. 

LniAx. 
\_T(ipj:)iiig something on the four vitji. hif</oof.'\ 
What's that? 

Beatrix. 

\_Piching up <i chatelaine.] \n\\t Anne has 
dropped her chatelaine. Lucian, aunt always scrili- 
bles her day's business on this tablet. Shall \\e 
peep ? 

Lrc'iAX. 

Z couldn't do such a thing. You're different. 

Beatrix. 
If it's mean for you it's mean for me. 

LrriAx. 

That doesn't follow, 'i'ou're young and far from 
strong. 

Beatrix. 
Hush! 
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[Miss ^tsxts'I' passts th<; -windoics again. As 
she iraJks ainaij Beatrix oj>eiis the. tjib- 
lidt and holds it before Lucian's eyes. 

Ltjcian. 

\_IIe reads it eagerly., then turns away viith indigna- 
tion.l Oh, Beatrix. 

Beatkix. 

Did you see anytliing ? 

LUCIAN. 

How could I help it ? 

Beatrix. 
Tell Trixy. 

LuciAx. 
" Sir Richard Philliter. Eleven-thirty." 

Beatrix. 

Dear . Sir Richard must he coming over from 
Baverstoke Park. I am glad ! Anything else ? 

LuflAX. 

Yes. "JohnVeale. Twelve o'clock." That's all. 

Beatrix. 
John "\"eale ? 

LUCIAS". 

The horse-dealer at Baverstoke 

Beatrix. 
Oh, of course ; the man who sells horses to Uncle 
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Tvoderick and Dennis. \_Pi(tthif/ the chatelaiiie on 
the table.~] Tliat hasn't told us much. 

|]yl HKIJi^s riilci; siii//iiit/ 11. rJunisoiirHc i/<iih/ to 
a'l'i'iiio in heard J'rom the other raoii). 

Beatrix. 

There's Uncle Roderick ! 

\_She xiKitclien up h<:r rial hi and pJij(/s tin- 
time he is fn'iif/iii//. Iiiiderick IIekon, <i 
pleatiiud-JookiiKj little i/eiitlniKiii ofaboKt 
fifty., Imoi/fiid inid ejf'i/.sire hi iiiiniiier, 
(ippearH on the ntrpsandfinliiJies his cmiij. 

Roderick Heuox. 

\_SJuil:iii(/ his finger at Beatrix.] Ha, ha! Quite 
half a tone flat. My little fairy ! Lucian, your 
reading prospers ? llle Joins them. 

LuriAX. 

Moderately well, uncle. 

Roderick IIerox. 

Grind, Lucian, grind. Youth is the seed-time, 
you know ; it really is. Don't neglect it. 

LuciAv. 
I hope I shall not. 

Roderick TIkron-. 

Bravo! T recognise myself in you — T do indeed. 
I sometimes wish my own rascal of a son reseniiiled 
me more, [tajijiini/ his forehead'] resembled me here, 
y<ju know, 
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LUCIAN. 

Dennis is a rare fellow in the open air. 

RODERK'K HeIIDX. 

Ah, the dear vagabond ! But f;entlenien shouldn't 
be gipsies. However, if you do well, Lucian, I shall 
be consoled and you'll gain an invaluable friend in 
Koderick Heron — really an invaluable friend. 

LuCIAN. 

Thanks, uncle. 

Roderick Heron. 

Beatrix, my dear, I dislike the tone of that fiddle 
of yours — I really do — it grates on me. I've heard 
of a treasure in London — in A^'ardour Street, in fact 
— a (icronimo Amati of KidS, a i)erfect beauty. I'm 
going to town to-day and I shall oi>en my purse- 
strings. 

Beatkix. 

Oh, uncle! \_Kii(^eIiiu/ Irttkh^ /it'm.] Oh, uncle, what 
is it like to be as rich as you are and to be able to do 
just as you please ? 

Roderick Heimx. 

Ha, ha ! it is exceedingly pleasant ! I own it — it's 
pleasant ! Especially A\hen a man has an idle villain 
like dear Dennis, and a nephew and niece, all hun- 
gering for sugar plums. 

Beatrix. 

\_Throviing her amis round him.] Dear Uncle 
Roderick ! 
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[ They all hmijli (Jt.Kunhj. ]Mi.ss Beext, a tall 
stately ■iromdii "f fifty-frt vit/i silvery 
hair, and a xireet face and voice, enters 
throiiyh. the oestihule. 

Roderick IIkiiox. 
Ahem ! my pets, here is Aunt Anne. 

Miss Brent. 
I've lost my vhatelaine, children. 

LUCIAX. 

It's on the writing-table, aunt. 

3Iiss Brext. 

\_Attaching the diatdniiit to her belt.'] Ah, yes. 

Beatrix. 
\_Quietly to Lucian.J Looks solemn, doesn't she? 

LUCIAX. 

Jolly solemn. 

[LuiTAX and Beatrix str<d up to thevindow 
and sit there, lookiny out. 

Roderick Herox. 

You — ah — received my little note last night, dear 
Anne ? 

Miss Brent. 
Yes. 

Roderick Heron. 
All right, eh ? 
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Miss Biiext. 



Mr. Heron, you known your allowance is not clue 
till Michaelmas. 

Roderick Heeon^. 

\_GhiHchHj qiiiddij toiiKirds Luciajv'^ and Be,\tei.\.] 
Sssh ! tlie young people. Know it ! My career is 
saddened by the necessity for counting the hours 
between one-quarter day and another. 

Miss Beent. 

Very well. Then, I tell you plainly, T shall advise 
Camilla not to give you a single penny beyond that 
fixed and liberal allowance. 

lioDKUniK Hei;ox. 

\_Thrutfttii(i his hands into his parhets and ipcdk- 
inij Kicmj reffectircJ^/.'] Keally, you know, damn! 
[Miss Beext takes up her knitting.'] I paid you 
a great compliment by cf)nfiding my little trouble 
to you. I ought to have gone direct to my dear 
niece. 

Miss Beext. 

A compliment? It is my impression that you 
knew Camilla would consult me. 

RoDEiuc K. Heeox'. 

Don't be spiteful, Anne ; it's unbecoming — it 
really is. [ Cuaringhj.l Anne dear, upon my soul 
I couldn't change you a florin at this moment I'm as 
low as that, you know, really. 

Miss Beent. 
I believe you. And yet you tell me that John 



2C, LADY BOUNTIFUL. 

Veale, the Bavevstoke horse-dealer, sends you 
his half-yearly account for four-hundred-and-forty 
guineas. 

RoDEKii'K Hkrox. 

Enormous, I admit — colossal. But look at the 
result — my son and 1 are the two best mounted men 
in the county. 

Miss Buext. 

It's infamous ! How dare you buy such horses 
and depend upon Camilla's paying for them ? 

liouEKicK Hekon. 

Confound it, Anne, dear Dennis and I ' nmst be 
kept in health. Men inust ride, you know. The 
poor share one privilege with the rich — that of 
having livers. And I'm sure Camilla wouldn't 
like to see her relatives on indifferent cattle. 

Miss Brext. 

Poor Camilla! \_Li-ij)iig licr n-orl- <isi(.h.'\ Poor 
wilful, capricious, large-hearted Camilla ! The 
folks have named her Lady Bountiful for her 
liberality ; they should call her Lady Folly for her 
pains. For shame, Mr. Heron ! 

KoDERif'K Hekox^. 

For shame! T like that! It's T wlio deserve 
pity, with a boy like dear Dennis to provide for 
— by the sweat of my brow, as it were. 

Miss Brext. 

If you were a good man you'd tell Dennis the 
truth. 
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Roderick Heeox. 

I always tell the truth. Really, Anne, you're — 
you're libellous, you know. 

Miss Beext. 

I mean, you would not keep him in the dark 
any longer. Let him know that his father is utterly 
Avithout means, that both of you are the pen- 
sioners of a girl. 

KoDEiiiiK IIeeox. 

This is too bad, Anne. Recollect, please, I have 
Camilla's assent that not a soul shall know my un- 
happy position. Tell one, tell all. Yon would rob 
me of my sole remaining consolation — the respect 
which people entertain for a well-to-do person. 

Miss Beext. 
Gi'ant me patience ! 

RllDEElCK IIeROX. 

Well, well, I really can't sympathise with your 
narrow views of family obligations. You always 
were a jarring note, Anne ; I am sorry to appear 
impolite, but you are a jarring note. [I/e collects 
all the )ieii\-<papers in the roarn, and tucAs them innlcr 
hin arm. ] I'll glance through the papers in my 
room — the papers, you know. Send my niece to 
me the very moment she comes in ; I'll not trouble 
you further in this little matter. 

Miss Brent. 
[ Clenching her hands.'\ Oh ! 
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EODEEICK ITeKOX. 

\_Aii he /.s' ,'/<>iii;/.] T go to town by the one-flfteen. 
May I buy you any little thing, Anne ? 

Miss Brent. 

Oh, no, no. 

Roderick Heron. 

I shall open my purse-strings. Good for evil, dear 
Anne, good for evil ! 

[//e ffoes out, c/icerfi/Ui/. 

Miss Brext. 

Oh, this man ! And, oh, poor foolish, blind Lady 
Bountiful ! 

[Cajiilla Brent, <i sn-ecf f/rnrefiil (jirl of tv;o-and- 
tioenty, enters qvirklij, and looks around the 
room in ufjitdtivu. 

Camilla. 

Lucian ! Luciau! \_GoiH(j to Miss Brent and cling- 
ing to her.'\ Ah, aunty ! 

[Lucian and Beatrix approach her. 

Miss Brent. 
You are trembling, child. 

Cajiilla. 

Dennis took ine to the jiaddock to show me the 
two hunters L'ncle Roderick bought from Veale of 
l>averstoke, and he is trying them at the six-barred 
gate. The mare clears it cleverly, but the black 
horse " iStrephon " has refused it again and again, 
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and I know it will end in harm to Dennis. Stop 
Ixim, Lucian! \_St(iiiipin(/ lifi- foot.'] Lucian! 

LuriAX. 
Stop him ! Dennis has never let a liorse master 
him yet. 

Camilla. 
But it is dangerous. I — I can't bear it. 

\_SJie drops Into (i choir, liiiliiKj Jwr face hi, 
Miss Brext's nhirtH. 

Miss Brext. 
Go, Lucian. [Litiax naift out.'] ]\ly salts, Bea- 
trix. [Beatki.V ijoi-;< out. 

Lfciax. 
\_Ou,tside.] Camilla, here's Dennis! \_Calll)n/] 
Dennis ! 

Dbxnis Heeox, (I lumdHoiiii' j/ox.nff ■innii ir!tli ii 
bronzed face, an athletic frame., aial an air of 
good-Jnimoiired indolence, .faNnter.f on ; he /.s' in 
riding dress. 

Dennis. 

■\Tho said that black devil wouldn't clear the bar r 

Camilla. 

\_Looking at him for a minute with, tager gladness, 
then, recovering h.er self-possession, and drawing her- 
self vp.] Who said so? I did not. 

Dexxis. 

Oh, why, Camilla, you ! 

LuciAX re-enters. Miss Beext retires to the icindoin- 
seat. 
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Lui'IAN. 

Did you get over, Dennis ? 

Dexxis. 
Clean. " Strephon " didn't know me — he does now. 

Camilla. 

Are you such a very formidable person Avhen one 
I'no'irs i/<iii, may I ask? 

Dexxis. 
Ask "Strephon." [Camilla lavfjlm ll(/ht!i/.'\ Eh? 

Camilla. 

This display of horsemanship appears to have oc- 
curred after a certain credible Avitness left the scene. 

Dexxis. 
Why, you saw ! 

Caihlla. 
7" only saw an obstinate horse canter up to a gate 
and shake his head at it with an augry snort. 
[Beatrix enters with a viiniujrette vhich. she hands to 
Camiixa ; i('/(0 hdstihj slips It into her jn>rket.'\ The 
exhibition became monotonous and I withdrew. 

Dexxis. 

Oh, I say, that's too bad ! Here, you youngsters, 
come into the paddock and watch me take that black 
horse over the old six-bar ! 

Camilla. 
No, no — Dennis! 
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Beatbtx. 
Oh, yew, we'll come. 

Dennis. 
Camilla says I'm bragging. 

Camili.a. 
How can you be such a child ! 

Dexxis. 
Xh, but you did. Come along, Lucian. Tiro 
credible witnesses! 

[Denxis, Beatrix, and Luciax yo out. 
Camilla is fdlloidmj them. 

]\Iiss Brext. 
Camilla. 

Camilla. 
Yes, aunty ? 

Miss Bkent. 
Stop here, dear. I want to speak to you. [Camilla 
sits idokitiy an.ri,oi(,sly out of the 'ii:iii(low.~\ Mr. Heron 
has written me a note to tell nie he is in debt again 
and wants more money. 

Camilla. 
Well, if Mr. Heron wants more money Mr. Heron 
must have it, I suppose. 

Miss Beext. 
And how long is this state of things to continue ? 

Camilla. 
Oh, aunty, let us be happy while we may. 
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Miss Bbext. 
So say I, dear. 

CvjriLLA. 

Uncle Roderick was poor mother's only brother, 
her favourite. 

Miss Bkext. 
Ah! 

Camilla. 

And Avhat my mother loved, I must love. 

Miss Brent. 

Your mother did more than her duty — left him a 
small fortune. 

Camilla. 

Which dribbled away, " positively dribbled, you 
know," Uncle Roderick says. 

Miss Brext. 

And afterwards, for your dead mother's sake, your 
father again provided for him. 

Camilla. 

That trickled, uncle says — " absolutely trickled, 
you know, really." Ha, ha! Poor Uncle Roderick ! 

Miss Brent. 

And then a self-willed, thoughtless girl, who is 
unhappily her own mistress, assumed obligations 
which her parents had already sufficiently discharged. 
That's you, Camilla. 
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Camilla. 
That is I. Camilla the Heedless — Camilla the 
Spendthrift — Camilla the Wilfully- wealthy ! And 
that's just it, aunt Anne — I'm rich. And while I'm 
rich the dear pauper whose blood I carry in my veins 
must morally break his pile of stones, and pick his 
little heap of oakum, in the shelter of my home. The 
improvident rich mvist nourish the improvident 
poor. 

Miss Brent. 
[JSarnestli/'] Yes, Camilla, but what of the improvi- 
dent poor's able-bodied son '? [Casiilla glances away 
ill confusion.'] Come here, girlie. 

[Camilla leneels beside Miss Beent. 

Camilla. 
Don't scold me — never scold me, dear aunt. 

Miss Beent. 
I am afraid you care for him, child. 

Camilla. 
\Laying her head upon Miss Beext's bosom.] Oh ! 

Miss Beent. 
Oh, dear! oh, dear! [Camilla laughs softly.] Ah, 
don't laugh! 

Camiixa. 
Let me while I can. It is not every girl who can 
smile over an unrequited passion. 

Miss Beent. 
Unrequited fiddlesticks ! 
Camij 
No — unrequited passion. Why, aunt Anne, 
3 
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Dennis thinks much less of me tlnui of " Strephon" 
the ugly black brute who Avanted to pitch him over 
the gate. 

Miss Bkkxt. 

But if one clay he transferred his affections from 
his horse " Strephon " to his cousin Camilla ? 

Camilla. 

Hush ! then I should shake my head at him, be- 
cause, aunt, 

Miss Beext. 
Because V 

C.\Mn,T>A. 

Because I could not marry poor Dennis. 

]Miss Brext. 
Ah ! tell me why. 

Cajiilla. 
I am so — disappointed. 

Miss Brext. 
Come, come, here's sense in the house at last! 

Cajiilla. 
He is idle ; without an anxious thought and I fear 
with little pride ; with no occupation but to loiter in 
the stable-yard, no pleasure but in a gallop across 
country. And that is not my ideal of a husband. 

Miss Brent. 
Why, Camilla, that's well spoken ! 

Camilla. 
r Turn i)iff, hiiju-ti/oiitt/i/.} Ah, don't triumph at it ! 
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Miss Bkext. 

[ TukiiKj Cajii LLA III her arms.'] Triumph ! my dear ! 

Camilla. 

For, oh, I have so longed for somethmg different 
from this. 

^Iiss Br.?: XT. 
Different V 

Camilla. 

Aunty, I — I liave believed in Dennis. I have 
watched for a sign of an honest, worthy ambition, 
and there has been nothing but indolence and in- 
difference. I have hoped to see him go into the 
world and do good because he felt himself a man, 
and not because he found himself a beggar. And 
now I see my mistake, and I — I am disappointed. 

Roderick entfrs briskly inth the neiospaper. 

Roderick IIerox. 
My dear Anne — Ah, here is my Camilla. Good- 
morning, darling. 

Miss Brext. 
[^Quietly to Caniilla as she yoes to Roderick.'] Be 
firm with him ! 1 can do nothing. 

\_She sits at the table writing. 
Roderick Heeoxt. 
How sweet you look! Er — your aunt has men- 
tioned ? 

Camilla. 
Yes, uncle. 

Roderick Heron. 
That's right. I am in great trouble, my dear — 
really in overwhelming trouble. 
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Camilla. 
I am very sorry. 

ItoDEKicK Herox. 

I know you would be — you're so charmingly sym- 
pathetic. I'm sympathetic myself, you know. 

CAMILLA. 

^Vunty tells me you are in debt again, Uncle Rod- 
erick. 

Roderick TIerox. 
I am bound to say that conveys a fair idea of my 
position. 

Camill.\. 
[ Wltli (I ghoice at ^Nliss Brext.] I — I am a little 
vexed with you. 

Roderick IIerox. 
My pet, I want you to be vexed with me, you 
know. There is nothing I desire more than that 
you should say to me — sternly if you will — " There, 
Uncle Roderick, there is the paltry cheque you ask 
for, and, mind, not another penny till your next 
quarter's allowance." I want you to say this to me 
[referriny to his watdi], almost directly, in fact. 

Camilla. 
\_Jieinliiti/ orer Miss Brext's s/xiuldtr.] What 
am I to do, aunty ? 

]\liss Brext. 
Anything that's foolish. T am angry with you. 

RoDERKK IIerox. 
\_SUpjjuKj /lis arm. through Camilla's.] Poor 
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Anne — a bitter disposition. Quite as constant a 
church-goer as myself, but Heavens, what a disposi- 
tion! Come into another room, and I'll tot up the 
few little items which are pressing upon me — de- 
priving me of rest, you icnow. 

Beatrix. 

\^Iiu)i')iin(/ past the loindo'wn outnidc.'] Here is Sir 
Richard ! 

LuciAx. 

\_ZiOoMn(j throuffh the open 'iriiid<iir.~^ Sir Kiuliard 
is here, aunt. \_IIe runs after Beatrix. 

Miss Brent. 
\_IjOoking at her -watch.] A boy-lover coul I not be 
more punctual. Heaven prosper him ! 

Camilla. 

\_To Moclerick Heron.] Aunt is cross with me. 

Roderick Hekox. 

\_Quietly to her.] Nevermind. I'll bring you some 
pretty little object from Paris. Very likely I shall 
open my purse-strings there, you know. 

Camilla. 

\_Coaxmgly to ^h'6ii Brext.J Befriends with me, 
dear. 

Miss Brent. 

Ah! Lady Bountiful, I'll forgive you everythi:: ■, 
if you do one womanly, sensible act to-day. 

Camilla. 
What is that V 
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Miss Brext. 
Come back to rae here, and you shall know. 

Camilla. 
Of course I will. But don't forgfet, I must see 
dear Sir Richard. 

Miss Bkext. 
[_lL!sshi</ Camilla.] Yes, you must see Sir Richard. 
Camilla. 

Xow, Uncle Roderick ! I am going to scold you 
terribly. 

RoDEEicK ITeeox. 

I desire it, my pet. I desire it, you know, really. 

[Roderick IIeeon and Camilla vithdruir. 
LuciAx and JihZATiim 2>"'<'^ f^>e 'iriiHlo/rs 
with Sir Richaed Phillitek, t/ieji ciitar 
the room. Philliter ix a (jen'ial man 
of fifty with a manner that is snare and 
precise. He is cleait-slntfcn and li(dd, 
vith a fringe of aim osf n-li He hu ir. JIls 
dress is that of a con ntri/ yentleman, hut 
a little old-fashioned. 

Sir Rk hard. 
\_ShaJi:ing hands v^ith Miss Beext.] I am here. 

Miss Brext. 
\_To Sir Richaed.J You have walked over from 
Baverstoke ? 

SiE Richard. 
Every yai'd. 

[Beatrix goes to Sir Richard aial hugs his 
arm closely. 
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SlU lilCIlAKI). 

^Vnd how's my little Avonian ? 

Bk.vtrix. 
Only pretty Avell, thank yoii. Perhaps you haven't 
heard in London that I'm extremely delicate. 

Lu( i.vx. 
[7>e/-/.v/re/y.j Ho, ho ! 

Bkatrix. 
Aunt, pray speak to Lucian. 

Miss Bukxt. 
Children, I'm very selfish, and I want to talk to 
Sir Eichard alone. 

Beatrix. 
laioonnh/.] Oh! 

Miss Beext. 
Lucian, amuse Trix for half an hour. 

LUC'IAN. 

Oh, when I'm reading- so jolly hard ! 

Beatkix. 
Hear me play my violin before you go ; I astonish 
everybody. 

Sib IlitiiAKD. 
My dear, if all goes well with me here, I'll stay to 
luncheon. 

Beatrix. 
If all goes well ! If all 'what goes well ? 

[Luciax is going up the steps. 
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Sir Richard. 
Um ! Ask Camilla at tea-time : perhaps she will 
tell you. 

Beatrix. 
[^Taking her violin and going \i,p tlie steps. ^ Lu- 
cian, always let the lady precede you. 

\_Slie pasien Lucian, and he foUovm her out. 

Miss Brent. 
Oh, Sir Richard, I am so anxious ! 

Sir Richard. 
Anxious ! 

Miss Brext. 

And you also, I know. 

Sir Richard. 
Camilla has no inkling of the object of my visit ? 

Miss Brent. 
Not the slightest. 

Sir Richard. 

No, no. Then, of course, you have nothing en- 
couraging to tell me ? 

Miss Brent. 
Well — yes, I have. 

Sii! Richard. 
My dear Miss Brent ! 

Miss Bkent. 
Some obstacle which I feared might prove form- 
idable has shrunk almost to nothing. 



LADY BOUNTIFUL. 41 

SiE Richard. 
Bless me ! [ Wiping his brow vnth a silk hand- 
kerchief.'] Ah ! May I ask if the obstacle was my 
junior ? 

Miss Bee XT. 

Now, come, come. If we were not acquaintances 
of twenty years' standing I could readily believe 
you to be a man of five-and-thirty. 

SlE RiCIIAED. 

Then, ma'am, I have never before estimated your 
perception so lightly. 

Camilla. 
[^Heard outside.] Sir Richard ! 

SlE RiCHAKD. 

\_N'ervoushj.] Ah ! 

Miss Brext. 
Bless you, dear friend ! 

[/S'Ae goes out quicklg as Camilla enters. 

Camilla. 
\_Rumiing to Philliter u-itJi outstretched hands.] 
They have 'left you alone ? 

SiE Richaed. 
How are you, my dear ? 

Camilla. 
Gla,d, glad to see you. \_Slte offers her cheek to him 
for his kiss, butfiiiding he does not respond she draws 
back, wonderingly, and sees he has turned away from 
her.] What is the matter ? 
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Sir Kkiiaku. 
The matter! Sit down, Camilla. \_Slie sits, v-ith a 
perplexed look, and he situ facing Jier.'] jMy dear, I 
have been thinking much — as one who had the conti- 
dence of your parents is, perhaps, privileged to do — 
of the changes which are likely to befall you. 

Camilla. 
Changes ? 

Silt l{l( HARD. 

Lucian comes of age shortly. 

Camilla. 
Oh, yes. 

Su: rjirHAiti). 
And it is settled that he ^\\\\ reside on his own 
property, at the (Grange. 

Camilla. 
"\Ye go to the (Grange with Lucian, Sir IJichard. 

Sir liicHAKi). 
But he will marry. 

Ca.milla. 
ilarry ! 

Sir Richard. 
My dear, everybody marries. 

Cajiilla. 
Not everybody. Aunt Anne doesn't miii'ry, yon 

do not m 

Sir liuHAKD. 
One moment, one moment. Assuming that Lucian 
marries, such an event will involve your returnin"" 
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to Fauncourt — to all intents and jDurposes a lonely 
woman. 

Camilla. 
I am too well and happy ever to be lonely. 

Sir Richard. 
]My dear, loneliness to your sex is what gout is to 
mine. But a woman has this advantage over a man 
— she can share her loneliness with another, while he 
cannot share his gout. Camilla, walking here from 
Baverstoke I refreshed my memory from this little 
volume [prodiin'jit/ a miiall booA' from his pocket and 
open! II (/ it at a turned leaf\ a companion of my 
college days. 

Camilla. 
What is it? 

Sir Ric'iiaed. 
The Odes of Horace. I marked a passage. Look, 
dear. 

\^IIe hi:nds tinr<(rds hei\lunidui(j her t/ie hook. 

Camilla. 

I sou it. 

Sir Richard. 
Tell me if I know my lesson. 

" ])K>>'nii;, duhjiiDii " 
" J^fdter sii-ra CiipidinKiii., " \_iit u loss\ ^I\\\'i 

Camilla. 

" Cn-ci " 

Sir Richard. 

" Ciri:(i> lijutrii decern flectere nioUibus 
" -rajti durum, imperils : " 
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Camilla. 
What does it mean? 

SieEiohaed. 
Camilla, it is a cry of entreaty from a man of fifty 
to the Mother of Love beseeching her to pity him 
and pass him by. My dear — -I am fifty. 

Camilla. 
[7/i a ichispt;/:] Sir Richard ! 

SlE RiCHAED 

Perhaps, with Horace, I should send up an(jther 
such a prayer. But, no — I come to you, an earthly 
goddess, to ask you not only to pity but to reward 
me. 

Camilla. 

I? 

SlE RiCHAED. 

Camilla, if you could find it in your heart to return 
the affection I bear you, you would crown my life 
with a blessing greater, I think, than can ever have 
been bestowed upon man. [She moves away <nid sits 
in amazement.'] Think, my dear, pray, think. 

[Hev^alks away from, her to conceal ]iis oyi- 
tation, she drops the Horace., and cries. 

Camilla. 
Did Aunt Anne — know you Aveie — to speak to 
me 'i 

SlE RiCHAED. 

Yes — yes. 

Camilla. 
Ah, she should have spared us both. 
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SiK Richard. 

[_In a low voice.^ It cannot be then ? \_She slowly 
shakes her head. Then goes to the further window 
where she stands with her back tovmrds him and her 
head bowed.'] Ah ! \_From, the other rootn there come 
the sounds of a violin and a piano playing a tender 
melody. Sir Richard takes upi his hat and stick.] 
Is that Beatrix? 

CAjriLLA. 

[ Turning.] Yes. 

Sir Richard. 
I half promised the little woman to listen to her 
playing, but— I find I must be getting home. Will 
you make my excxise? 

Camilla. 

Yes. 

Sir Richard. 
[ To himself] Nero Addled at the destruction of 
Rome — Beatrix is my Nero. [ Going to Camilla and 
gently touchingher hand.] We shall meet again soon, 
my child — very soon. 

\_She gives him a quick, grateful look; he 
nods to her smilingly. Then as he is go- 
ing out, he meets Dennis coming in. At 
the same moment Miss Brent walks 
sloidy past the vyindoir. 

Dennis. 

How are you. Sir Richard ? 

Sir Richard. 
Ah, Dennis, how are you ? Just as I am running 
away ! Don't stir ! Good-bye — good-bye ! 
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Denxis. 
Good-bye ! 

[Sir Richard, </oc-s out, and meets Miss 
Brent, mid tlivy are su'en t<i pass the 
viiidii'ins niiil dl.-iappear together. 

Dexxis. 

[Pic'X's lip the hooJx and glances at the title-page.] 
Stupid old Horace! Halloa, Sir Richard left his 
book ! 

\_IIe is ahoiit to call after Sir Richard when 
Camilla takestJiehookfronihim qiiicMy. 

Camilla. 
Xo, no — I want to keep that. 

Dexxis. 
Why, you've been crying ! 

Camilla. 
Indeed, I — I — I am going to my room. 

\_She goes to'wards the door and he follmes 
her. 

Dennis. 
I hate to see you bothered about anything. 

Camilla. 
Excuse me, Dennis. 

Dennis. 
Look here — Beatrix let out about you. 

Camilla. 
What do you mean ? 

Dennis. 
You were scared at my tussle with " Strephon." 
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Camilla. 
Beatrix is becoming a very troiihlesome child. 

Dexxis. 
Don't blame her. Besides, I — I like you to want 
me not to come to grief. 

Caicilla. 
Poor, unhappy Dennis ! 

Dexxis. 
Why do you call me that ? 

Camilla. 
Aren't very conceited people unhappy ? I think 
I will go out. 

Dexxis. 
I'll come with you. 

Camilla . 
\_Piitt!nff oil her ]Mt.'] Xo, thank you. 

Dexxis. 
I've nothing to do, you knoAV. 

Camilla. 

[ O litem pt no u dy .'\ Oh, I know. But I'm going 
to talk to some of my old people. 

Dexnis. 
That'll do for me — awful fun. 

Camilla. 
\Eyeing him disdainfully.] Fun ! 

[_She is nervously trying to adjust the veil of 
hei' hat. 
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Dexxis. 
Here ! I can do that ; that's what I can do. 

\^J-Ie assists her : s/ic stumps her foot. 

Ca>iilla. 

You are not to walk with me, I tell you. 

Dexxis. 

I am though. \_Si(rreying her licit.'] Jolly! 

\_SJie takes off her hat tun! tJiravs It iipon. the 
table. 

Camilla. 
\_Sltting doicn.} I do not go out before luncheon. 

Dexnis. 
Eh? 

Caiiilla. 
\_MnpJi<it!(;alhj.] I do not go out before hincheon. 

Dennis. 
Camilla, what has come between you and me ? I 
can't make it out. We are — cousins. 

Camilla. 
Really ? 

Dennis. 

Nowadays, I don't know when you'll be pleased 
or when you'll be cross with me; sometimes it's a. 
smile and a black look at the same moment. I can't 
make it all out ; because we — we're cousins. 

Camilla. 
If our disagreements are painful, let us avoid each 
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other. Why do you stay here just now, for in- 
stance ? 

Dennis. 

\_Sitting on the other side of the table']. Because 1 
do not go out before luncheon. 

Camilla. 

\_Lcm</hing heljylessly]. Ha, ha ! \^Half tearfully .] 
What a simple fellow you are, Dennis ! 

Dexnis. 
Ha, ha, ha ! that's like yourself. I don't mind 
being chaffed — go on. I say, we haven't played 
chess for centuries. 

\_He goes to the table and fetches chessboard 
and chessm.en. 

Cajiilla. 
I don't care for chess any longer. 

Dexnis. 
Oh, yes, you do. You're awfully keen on chess. 

[<S'Ae tunis her back., but not disconcerted he 
sits facing her., placing the board upon 
their knees. 

Camilla. 
If I must be wearied Avith chess, we'll go back to 
the table, please. 

' Dennis. 
No, no — it's jollier nursing it. 

[ They arrange the chessmen ; she quickly, he 
deliberately. 

4 
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Camilla. 
We'll not play like old gentlemen — a move a 
month. 

Dennis. 
Heaps of time. 

Casiilla. 
Oh! 

Dennis. 
Neither of us goes out before luncheon. Ha, ha ! 

Camilla. 
You ride your joke as you do your horse, till it is 
subdued. \_Moving a chessman.'] There! 

[ They ^j/ay, both holding their heads down. 

Dennis. 
\_Qidetly']. Cam. \^She does not answer.] Cam, 
you're not really turning agamst me, are you ? 

Camilla. 
Of what consequence is it ? 

Dennis. 
I don't believe I can get along if you turn against 
me. 

Camilla. 
I've heard of nothing which you make it neces- 
sary to get along with. 

Dennis. 
I'm an idler, you mean ? 

Camilla. 
[ Watdiing the board intently.] You to move, 
Dennis. 
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Denxis. 

Yes, you're always telling me that, and, do you 
know, Cam, I've been thinking lately 

Camilla. 
Thinking ! 

De.vxis. 
Well, when there's no hunting a man must think. 
I've been thinking that it might be better for me if 
I were ridden with spurs • 

Camilla. 
Spurs ? 

Dennis. 
If I had firm hands over me ; some one who would 
ride me out for the little I'm worth, to the end ; if I 
had — a friend. 

Camilla. 
Idle people cultivate one branch of industry as- 
siduously — the manufacture of excuses. You /ntre 
friends. 

Denxis. 
Havel? [Xoo7c/«</ a< Camilla vnstfully.'] You? 

Camilla. 
I — I am very well disposed towards you. 

Denxis. 
Yes. \_Leaning towards her.] But somehow I've 
hoped lately — I've hoped 

Camilla. 
\_8hrinMng from him.] Oh ! 
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Dknnis. 
I've hoped you might grow to think of me — dif- 
ferently from that way. 

\_Tliefe Is II niitiiie.iit of irrcKfiliition on her part. 
Tlu'ii, iritJi a quirk hIkiK-i' of the head., she 
sii^i'epa file chess-biiiin/ to the r/round and 
start.'i iq>. He ri.'<e.^ icith her. 

Camilla. 
Dennis ! 

Denxis. 

Cam ! 

C\\MILLA. 

You've no right to speak to me like this ! 

Dennis. 
Xo right ? Why, a man doesn't love hy right. 

Camilla. 
A man should love by right ; by the right of some 
achievement which deserves reward, or some failure 
which earns consolation. But i/ou ! 

Dennis. 
I know what you mean. Idle at school ; in the 
wrong set at college ; and now, if I started in tlic 
race a boy could head me. 

Camilla. 
[ To herself] Ah ! 

Dennis. 
And so I beg your pardon for dreaming you could 
stoop to pick up a weed frqm the bricks of your 
stable-yard. 

[_Jle turns Qicay, she follows him a step or two. 



LADY BOUNTIFUL. 53 

Camilla. 
Dennis, it isn't great men women love dearest, or 
even fortunate men ; often I tell you, their deepest 
love goes out to those who labour and fail. But for 
those who make no effort, who are neither great nor 
little, who are the nothings of the world 

Dennis. 
~\Vho are the Dennis Herons of the world ! 

Camilla. 
For tlK)se, a true woman has only one feeling — 
anger and contempt ! 

Dennis. 

\_A)i if xtrKcl'bi/ a blow.] Contempt! [<S7/e pauses, 
startled, seeing a strange look on. his facel°\ Contempt ! 

Camilla. 
Dennis ! I am sorry. The wretched Avord spoke 
itself. Dennis ! \_Jie is silent, staring before him.] 
Speak to me. 

Dennis. 
[//* a stifrij roice.] Contempt ! 

[_IIis head Jrojis upon, /lis breast / she looks 
at him, appiealinglg, then loaits for hini 
to speak, but he remains silent, never 
moving. tShe goes out quietly. Floyce 
enters. 

Floyce. 
I beg your pardon, ilr. Dennis — Mr. Veale of 
Baverstoke. 

Dennis. 
To see me 'i 
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Floyce. 
An appointment with Miss Brent, I believe, sir. 

Denxis. 

You'd better bring him in here. 

Floyce. 
He's witli liis — family, to all appearances, sir. 

Dexxis. 
Find Miss Brent. [Floyce ffoes out. 

Floyce. 
[ Outside.] This way, please. 

[Floyce .sho'ws in Joiix Veale a t/ood-look- 
ing, hearti/, " horseij " lyiaa ofp'fty., a-el! 
dressed, according to the fashion of his 
class ; Mks. Veale, a portly., well-2)reserved 
woman of three-and-forty attired in her 
"Ses<," «//f?MAEGAEET, a /tandsome, com- 
monplace girl of ticenty., dressed liJce her 
mother, a little too smartly. Floyce goes 
out. 

Veale. 

[_Shaking Ji.ands 'with Den.vis heartily.] How d'ye 
do, Mr. 'Eron, how d'ye do V Surprised to see Mrs. 
Veale and Margaret at Fauncourt, I dessay ? 

Uexxis. 
\_tShaking h.and.i trith Mrs. Veale. J How are you. 
Mrs. Veale ? 

Mes. Veale. 
Xioely, thank you. 
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Dennis. 

\_Shakmc/ Imiids irit/i Margaret.] And you, Meg? 

Margaret. 
Thanks, Mr. Dennis. 

Veale. 

[ To Mrs. Vea le. J Mother. 

[Mrs. Veale tukes his hat from him, lui- 
buttons his coat, unicinds his muffler, ntuJ 
removes his gloves. The muffler and 
gloves she deposits in the hat, which never 
leaves her. 

Veale. 
Thank ye, mother. 

Dennis. 
Sit down, ]\Irs. Veale. 

iliis Veale. 

Much obliged, I'm sure. 

\_iShe sits with some importaiice, nursing 
John's hat. Margaret .sits watching 
Dennis. 

Veale. 

The fact is, Mr. 'Eron, I had a telegram last night 
from Miss Brent askin' me to come over this morning 
without fail. Nothing amiss in the stables, I 'ope ? 

Dennis. 
Not that I'm aware of. 
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Veale. 

No. Well, sir — [JonJchif/ idkIi-v //is r/iair and o». 
the table — to ]Mrs. Veale.] Have you got my 'at, 
'Etty ? 

Mks. Veale. 
Yes, John. 

Veale. 

Thank ye. Well, it put me in a bit of a fix, you 
see, for Ave're all packing oft' to town to-day, Mr. 
'Eron. 

Den>;is. 
A holiday ? 

Veale. 

Holiday ! What d'ye think, sir ? — I've sold the 
stables and goodwill at Baver stoke and bought a new 
business in London. 

Mi!s. Veale. 
The West End of London. 

Veale. 

Ay, the West End. You sec, ]\Ir. 'Eron, Baver- 
stoke has been good enougli for me, but it ain't quite 
appropriate for such as ]\[rs. ^'KALE [jiointitig to 
Mes. Veale.] Mr. 'Eron, for years I've been 'iding 
that lady's light under a bushel. 

Mks. A'eale. 
\'ery good of you to say so, father. 
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A'jiALE. 

You mayn't know it, sir, but Mrs. Yeale was Miss 
'Enrietta Wilcox — 'Etty for short. 

Dexais. 

Indeed? 

A'eale. 

And two-and-twenty years ago she was as smart 
a Park rider as Ix)ndon could show. Many a 
London aristocrat owes her 'ands and seat to the 
teachin's of Miss 'Enrietta Wilcox, though I say 

it. 

MkS. YiiALTi. 

I can't deny t/i(it. 

Vealk. 

Well, sir. Miss Wilcox comes down to Baverstoke 
with her father, buying 'orses, sees a smart young 
fellow just starting trade, and falls mad in love with 
him. Heh, 'Etty ? 

Mrs. Veale. 
The other way round, I'm thinking. 

Veale. 

Ilah, mother! 

Mrs. Veale. 

\_I\'u<l(jiiif/ him iritli kin hat. Go along ! 

\_I£e laiKjhs astJuiiatlcally. Site takes a col- 
oured lidndherchief from her handbai/ 
and hands it to him. 
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Ye ALE. 

Thank ye \_mopping his broiv']. And so, sir, now 
that I can turn myself round, as the sayin' is, 'Etty's 
g-oing to town to sliow 'em that fifteen stone can sit 
as graceful and elegant to-day as nine-stone-six did 
two-and-twenty years ago. 

Mks. Veale. 
Lor', John, how you do rattle on. 

Yealk. 

\_Reti(riiin(j his handkerchief to Mks. Yeale vho 
replaces it in the handbac/.'] Thank ye. [ 7'o Dexxis.] 
And that's how you see us, sir. As I felt bound to 
obey Miss Brent's honoured commands we drove over 
from Baverstoke intendin' to get the up train at 
Lydgate at one-fifteen. How's your father ! A fine 
gentleman, your father. Your looking a bit out o' 
condition, if you'll excuse the liberty. 

Dennis. 
I? Oh, no. 

Yeale. 
Tell me about them 'orses, ^Slr. 'Eron. 

[Dennis r(/((/ Yeale talk together. 

Margaret. 

[ To Mrs. Yeale — in an luidertvxe.] Ma, you don't 
think Mr. Dennis is going to get into any scrape, do 
you? 

Mrs. Yeale. 

Lor', how? 
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Maegaket. 

Through runiimg into debt to pa for that black 
hunter. 

Mes. Veale. 

AN'hy the hunter's a present from his o^^'n father. 

M.VEGAEET. 

Is it ? Then Avhy does he look so dilt'erent to-day ? 

Mes. ^"EALE. 
Different ! 

Maegaeet. 

P^roni when we've seen him laughing and chatting 
in our yard at Baverstoke. 

Mes. Veale. 

Gracious, Meg, what eyes you have ! P'rhaps he's 
bilious. 

Maegaket. 

Ma! 

[Miss Beext enters.] 

Miss Beejstt. 
Good-morning, Mr. Veale. 

Veale. 

Morning to you, ma'am. I hope you'll excuse the 
intrusion, but me and my folk are on our way to 
London which obleeges me to answer your telegram 
with self and family, so to speak. Mrs. Veale— my 
daughter, Margaret — Miss Brent. 
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Mks. Yeale. 

I hope I see you well, I'm sure. 

[Miss Brext iiirh'ius her head politely to 
Mrs. Yeale, then riiiffs the hell. 

Ye A I.E. 

\_Seeiiniiiih/Jh((pp<iiiite(L'] Mrs. Yeale -was formerly 
Miss 'Enri'et'ta Wilcox, well-kuowu iu the West End 
of London and all the principal 'orse-shows. 

' Miss Bkext. 

Indeed. While I speak a few words with you, Mr. 
"\"eale, your wife and daughter will, I hope, take some 
refreshment in another room. [Floy<;e appear.^.'] 
Floyce \_Instructing liiin in an undertone.^ 

IMks. Yeale. 

ITo A^EALE.J I didn't know I was to he in the 
way, John ! 

Yeai.e. 
Xo, 'Etty, my dear ; no, no. 

[Miss 15i!E>' r look.'i at ]Mi!s. Ye.vle irhi> .svyiV.s' 
((rro.f.-i tJti' room, folloireil by ^faiujan't. 

]Mi!s. A'eai.e. 
\_^it tilt' dot>r.'\ ,Tolin — remeinlier I ha\e your hat. 

[Mks. A'eale <tii(l M.vKcvitirr go iii/t,/'oll(>fc(l 
by Floyce. 

!Miss BUENT. 

Sit down. 
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Vealk. 
Thank ye. [Dexxis ix goiny aii^aij. 

Miss Brext. 

Dennis — you ought to hear what passes between 
Mr. Veale and myself. Forgive me ; you'll under- 
stand by-and-by. Mr. Veale, I may tell you at once 
that so far as Mr. Rodericlc Heron's money-matters 
are concerned, I am — in his confidence. 

Yeale. 

Xo gentleman could 'ave a better adviser, I'm sure, 
ma'am. 

]\liss Brext. 

Unhappily my advice has little weight — which 
brings me to the point. JMr. A'eale, ]Mr. Heron tells 
me he owes you four-hundred-and-forty guineas. 

Ykale. 

That's right, ma'am. But I heartily 'ope he won't 
let it worry him. 

Miss Beext. 

He will not. 

Veai.e. 

Glad to hear it — because I've always found jMr. 
'Eron readier to overpay than to underpay, and as 
prompt as a prince. 

Miss Brex't. 

Quite so — that is precisely Mr. Heron's character. 
Therefore I send for you, believing you to be an hon- 
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est man, to make you this earnest, confidential re- 
quest. 

Veale. 

Cert'nly, ma'aai, cert'nly. 

Miss Brext. 

To request tliat, as Mr. Heron's liberality is apt 
to outrun his discretion, you will, in all future deal- 
ings with him, first consult r/ie. [Dennis looks from 
one to the other.'] You consent, or decline ? 

Veale. 

Neither, ma'am. You've come to the wrong 
party ; I've sold my business to Mr. Joseph Bat- 
tersby of Barcombe and I've cleared out of Baver- 
stoke for good and all. 

Miss Beext. 
Ah. Thank you. \_iShe rings the bell. 

Veale. 

[ To himself.'] Fancy that now ! I could a'took 
my oath he was a millionaire. 

Roderick Herox. 

[ Calling outside.] Dennis ! Dennis ! [Roderick 
enters, immaculately dressed in. London fashion^ mid 
carrying a cheque hooh.] I hunt everywhere for you, 
dear Dennis. Ah, Veale, I'm delighted with the 
hunters, you know — really delighted. By-the-by, 
look out for a match for my roan mare : I'm in want 
of a smart pair for driving — in terrible want, you 
know. 
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[Floyce enters.] 

Miss Beent. 

Mr. Yeale, the servant will take you to your wife 
and daughter. 

Roderick Heron. 

Good-bye — good-bye. 

^Jfe sits at the writing-table, writing busily and 
humming a chansonette. Veale glances 
at Dennis, who is standing viith his head 
bowed in thought : at the door he turns 
and boxes to Miss Beent. 

Miss Beent. 
Good-morning. 

Veale. 

[Zm a whisper.] There's some mistake. I could 
a'took my oath he was a millionaire ! 

\_IIe follows Floyce out. 

Roderick Heron. 

I'm writing you a cheque, my dear Dennis. You 
may want pocket-money while I'm gone ; I try to 
think of everybody. 

Dennis. 

[/«, a whisper.] Miss Brent ! [She comes to him,] 
Tell me — is there any good reason for what you said 
to Veale ? 

Miss Brent. 

Yea, Dennis. 
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Dexxis. 
You — you don't mean that dad is — liard up ? 
]\[iss Bbtsxt. 

Yes, Dennis, I do. 

Dexnis. 

[ ^yith (( f/rooii.] Oh! Xo wonder hJic despises me. 

He's poor and I ! 

\_JJi' iTrop.s into a> cluiir h'diitiuj his head on 
his /Kinds. 

jMiss Brex't. 

Dennis, you should have been told long since. 
Your father's fortune went years ago — he has no 
means — he is penniless. 

Dexxis. 

What ! It's not true — it's impossible ! "V^'hy, 

how ? 

Miss Brext. 

Hush ! Dennis, he lives upon the bounty of Ca- 
milla. 

[Dexxis remains quite still. Robeeick jumps 
iipfloiirishing his clieque. 

RoOERlrK HeROX. 

\Loohing out of irindow.] Ah, there's Camilla! 
[ Callincj.'] My darling, come and say good-bye ! I'm 
just off to town, Camilla. 

Dexxis. 
Camilla ! 
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Roderick Hekox. 

\IIand%ng Dsisra^is the cheque.^ My dear boy. [ With 
a look at Roderick, Dennis takes the cheque and 
stands staring at itJ] Dennis ! 

[Camilla enters.] 

Camilla. 

[ To Roderick.] Are you going, uncle ? 

Dennis. 
I want to speak to Camilla, alone. 

Camilla. 

\TiOok%n(i «i Dennis.] Ah! \_Iti a whisper.'\ What 
has happened ? 

Dennis. 

[ITarshly.] I want to speak to Camilla, alone. 

Roderick Heron. 
Certainly, dear Dennis, certainly. 

Caotlla. 

[ Whispering to Miss Brent.] He knows — you 
have told him ? 

Miss Brent. 

Yes. Mr. Heron — Mr. Heron. 

[RoD^EUicTs. Joins Miss Brent, and they go 
out together. 

Dennis. 

[^Holding the cheque he/ore Camlla.] My fathei 
has given me this money. 
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Camilla. 
Yes, Dennis ? 

Dennis. 

It is not his money that he gives. It is yours. It 
is yours. 

Camilla. 
Well? 

DE^^XIs. 

I— I'm not ready at sayin<^ what I mean. I dare 
say I'm slow-witted. But, look here ! God knows 
you're a generous woman — none can gainsay that — 
but — in bringing me to this humiliation, you've done 
me— a wrong. 

\_He tears the cheque into pieces arid lets them 
flutter tc }ier feet, then he turns airai/. 

Camilla. 
Uncle desired to keep his position a secret 

Dennis. 
Oh! 

Camilla. 

But I meant to tell you, hereafter. Only I have 
been hoping to see you discontented with your still, 
dull life. I have thought you would one day form 
some plan for your future — some ambitious scheme 
such as comes to most men — and then you should 
have learnt my share in making your career. 

Dennis. 

And when the time passed and I remained what 
lam? 
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Camilla. 

Then I was — sorry. 

Dennis. 

Sorry ! Yes, and still kept me, as you'd keep a 
ragged boy, with the privilege of holding me in 
your contempt ! Your — contempt ! 

[T/ie rmisic of the violin cnidinano is heard 
again. 

Camilla. 

You're a little hard, Dennis. 

Dennis. 

Yes — on myself. But you — [A/.s voice breaking'] 
God bless you ! We may not have another chance of 
meeting before I get out of Fauncourt [liohrmg om 
Ilia hand], so — Good-bye. 

Camilla. 

\_Starting, then drawing herself 11 p vifh cold dignity .] 
As you please. Good-bye. 

\_She takes his hand and goes niit., leaving him lean- 
ing against a> table.] 

END OP THE FIEST ACT. 
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THE SECOXD ACT. 

DENNIS SETS FOOT IN A NEW WORLD. 

[77/'/ ftcciie Is (I l<(ri:/ellriiif/-riioiii, vhicli ti('ri-csi iiho an 
(III. office, lit t/ie IIi/(l<' P<iil- Jlidiiii/ Aci'/e/ni/, 
irif/i ,slldiiif/ door.i (ipifiiliHj OH to ij ijolhry which 
occrhiolxn the ridlii(/-ticlii>oJ. Thcrt- l.i <i cliecrfid, 
"Aw.sef/," biisiiienii-lil-e look about the place. 
Three inejuths have elapsed since the events of the 
pfeclous act. 

John Veale is busy with his acco?nit-bool:s at a hiffh 
desk ; while Mus.A'eai.k, /// a ridi)ic/-h(diit of not 
tJie latest fashion, is sittiiir/ at the brealfa st-ted>le 
cuttiiKj bread and butter. 

j\[rs. Veale. 

John! John! \_He.nial-es no answer.'\ Shut your 
books, father, and come to breakfast. 

Veale. 

Coinin', 'Etty. \_^[pproac]iinij her.] "What a 
pictui'e you look ! 

]\ri;s. Veale. 
( io along, now ! 

Veale. 

The smartest woman 7' re seen m London. Bless 
her! 
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[-ffe Icisses lier, as Amelia, a clean^ hut in- 
significant servant-girl, enters with some 
breakfast things on a trag. 

Mrs. Veali-:. 

The gal! \_PttsJilng him nmag. AMKLix/ihires the 
things on the table ; tlien leaves u eojig of the " L,on- 
don JournaV on another table ^ [ TV; Yeale.J You 
sliould be more mindful ; it does put such ideas in a 
young gal's head. 'Melia. 

Amelia. 
"What say, in'm ? 

Mrs. Veale. 
Call Miss Margaret. 

Amklia. 

Yes, m'm ; she do lie late. Oh, and please, m'm, 
Wimple is wishful for to speak to master. 

Mrs. Veale. 
Send him upstairs. 

Amelia. 

Yes, m'm. [Amelia goes out. 

Veale. 

What's Wimple want ? Something's wrong again 
with that mare o' yours, I expect, 'Etty. 

^Vmklia. 
[ Calling outside.] Miss ilarg'rit ! Miss Marg'rit ! 
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Veale. 

Till afeard " Starlight " isn't quite up to your 
weight, mother. 

Miis. Veale. 

Upon my word, Yeale, it's most unfeeling in you 
to cast such reflections. 

^'EALE. 

Reflections, 'Etty, uiy darling ! 

[^Iargxrjst, i'.'if/i II b)"i(//it ff/c' mid riixij cJieeJcs, ninl 
dressed in a funurt ridiinj-habit enters hrisMi/. 

^Makgaket. 

Good morning! [A7.s-.s///r/ Mks. Veale.J Ain't I 
lazy? \_Kisslnij Veale.] Oh, pa, how glum you 
look! 

Yeale. 
I've gone and upset your mother, ]Meg. 

MAltGARET. 

Xot j'ou. What's to eat 'i 

[Veale IiiIjik Makgaket. 

Mks. Veale. 

\_Pourin.g out ti'H — hitti-rli/.] Your father's found 
out that " Starlight " isn't up to my weight ; that's 
the latest. 

I\[a|!GAKET. 

T don't think she is, nia, if you want the truth. 
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'n'ealic. 
Be quiet ! Erritating yonr mother ! 

Mi:s. Ykai.e. 

Oh, don't stop her! Xow that ]\Iiss ]\[arg-ai-('t 
Veale's found fit to give lessons in tlie Iljale i'arlc 
Riding Academy ^iiss Henrietta Wilcox may take a 
very back seat. 

Yealk. 

Never. 

Mi!s. Yeam:. 

Though I Jidi'e hist eighteen i)ounds solid weight 
since we came to Knightsbridge ; eighteen pounds in 
three months. 

^'ealk. 

[ Sooili in <ihf\. Don't overdo it, niotlier, don't over- 
do it. 

Mi;s. Akaek. 

I half starve myself, I know that. 

Ye ALE. 

You do indeed, 'Ettj'. 

Mks. Yjoale. 
I'll trouble you for some of that steak, John. 
[Amelia tnters.^ 

Amelia. 

'Era's AYiniple. 

Wimple the groom, mti^rs hi Ins shirt-slvereti, but 
Amelia assists h lin to put on his coat. 
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Wimple. 

Mornin', missus — mornin', guv'nor. [ To Amelia.] 
Private. 

[jHe shows Amelia to the door. 

Veale. 
What is it ? 

WiJ[PLE. 

Business iuterview. \_]Iaii<t!ii<j a small piece of 
soiled and crumpUd paper to Mrs. Yeale. Dooly 
written, I b'lieve. 

Mes. Veale. 

\^Pass\nfj the paper to Veale.] I haven't got my 
spectacles. 

Veale. 

Whose scribble's this ? 

Wimple. 
That's my sister-in-law's 'and. 

Veale. 

Can't make it out. [^dii'linj the paper to Mak- 
gaeet.J Here, Meg. 

Makgarf:t. 

[Slirinlxhtg from. It.'] Don't pa ! Tell pa what it 
is, Wimple, directly. 

Wimple. 

It is my notice for to quit and leave the 'ydePark 
Ridin' Academy at the week end. 
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Veale. 
^Violently.'] What for? 

Mes. Veale. 
Now, John ! 

Wimple. 

I can no longer stand, or put np with, the 'igh-and- 
mighty tone took towards me and them under me 
by the ridin'-master — this yer Mr. Dennison. 

Veale. 
Oh! 

Mes. Veale. 
Well, I never ! 

Maegaeet. 

What have you got to say to pa about ]Mr. Den- 
nison ? 

Wimple. 

Well, look 'ere, miss. In the old guv'nor's time 
the ridin'-masters and me was — A\ell, chummy ; 
friendly dooring work and takin' pleasure in each 
other's society after hours. 

MAltliAEET. 

Very likely. But Mr. Dennison 

Mks. Veale. 

Be quiet, Meg ! 

Wimple. 

Now, with this yer Mr. Dennison, it ain't " Mr. 
Wimple, oblige me by doing this yer or that there," 
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but it's " Wimple, put a saddle on Kitty and look 
sharp about it ! " and I '«ye known him say " Wim- 
ple, when you go to your dinner leave word where 
a letter will find yer." 

TjiALE. 

Ah! 

Wimple. 

And so I've made up my mind, guv'nor, as follu\As 
— either I go or this yer Dennison goes. 

Yeale. 

Yery well. Wimple ; I'll meet your views with 
pleasure. 

Wimple. 

\_Iieariilii</hj.'\ Thank yei', guv'nor, I noo you 
would, ^'ou ken tear up that doekyment, miss. 
Don't be 'ard on this yer Dennison, guv'nor ; I don't 
ask that. 

A'eale, 

\_Eutin(j.'] Thank ye. 

!J[ai;i;aret. 
\_Sroriifii11ij.] Ilah! 

Wimple. 

(4ive 'im a character. I never sec las like on a 
'(U'se; it's 'is manner on terry -tinner what queers 
'im. Xice mornin', ain't it. 

]\lAU(;AKEr. 
[ To lierstilf.'] Impudent fellow I 
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Wimple. 

\_Openiiiii the door, then retKniiiig quickly.'] 'Ere ! 
Look — 'ere ! Am I f allin' into any error ? I said I 
go or this yer Dennison goes — didn't I ? 

Vealb. 
You did. 

Wimple. 
Well, viJlo goes ? 

Veale. 
You go. 

[•Dennis Heijon enters in, riding dress."] 

Dennis. 

Wimple, the tan hasn't been raked over in the 
school yet. Don't fall asleep downstairs. 

Wimple. 
'Ere, I—! Well— I—! Oh, crikey ! 

[Wimple r/oes out. 

Dennis. 
Good-morning. 

A^EALE AND MltS. VeAXE. 

Good-morning. 

Veale. 
'Ave a bit o' breakfast, sir? 

Dennis. 

Mrs. Veale shall give me a cup of tea, if she will. 
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Maegabbt. 

\_ComiHfi to him, offering to take his hat aud coat."] 
Take my place, Mr. Dennisoii ; I've finished. 

DEN^'Is. 
Thank you, Meg — why should you trouble ? 

\_IIe hanys up his hat and coat. 

M A KG ARE T. 

\_C'all-i)ig at the door.] Amelia! 

Dennis. 
Busy day, I hope, Veale ? 

Veale. 
Pretty fair, sir ; pretty fair. 

[Ajielia appears in the doorway. 

Margaret. 

A cup and saucer for Mr. Dennison. \_In a. n-his- 
per.'] One of ma's best cups. 

[Amelia disapprart;, ^Maikjaret .svV.s', and 
taki:s nji the " Lmnlnn Journal'''' ivhicJi, 
she cuts ii'ith her Jinyers. 

Yealk. 

You're the iiunctualist young- i;eutlemeu i\e"vc 
ever had dealings with, Mr. Dennison. 

Denxis. 
\_Sitliny at thf tahle. I'm a new broom, Yeale. 
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Veale. 
Not tired of a bit of work yet, sir ? 

[Maegaret looks lip. 

Dennis. 

Tired ! I've a poor man's best encouragement — I 
can't afford to get tired. 

Veale. 

\St((ndiii.{/on the JieartJiriit/ aiidamohinc] a cigarettf.^ 
Hit, ha ! Plow your dear fatlier would scold us if he 
'eared you describin' yourself as a poor man ! 

Dexxis. 

T daresay ; there's a little difference between my 
father and me on that point, A'eale. 

Veale. 

I know, sir, I know. But he's a very affable . 
gentleman, your fatlier, sir — one of the affablest 
gentlemen Tve met. 

[Amelia enter.^ ■irith a cnp and saucer."^ 

Mes. Veale. 
'Melia, this is my best china ! 

Margaret. 
[ Under her breath.] Ma ! 

Amelia. 
Miss Mar'grit — 
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Margaret. 

[To Amelia.] S-s-sh ! 

[Amelia ffoes out. 

Dexxis, 

\_Pu8hing (mother cup inul saucer tmrards Mrs. 
Veale.] Never mind ; this will do for me. 

]\Iaegaeet. 

Xo — that's my cup ! 

Mrs. Yeale. 

\_Povring out tea.] Well, it won't poison Mr. 
Dennison, child. 

Margaret ??/rw.s her /Vice from the hrealcfast- 
tdhle in confusion. 

Veale. 

'Ave you seen your poor dear father lately, Mr. 
Dennison ? 

Denxis. 

No, Veale. 

Veale. 

Thought he might 'ave called on you at your 
lodging. He 'asn't been near us for — 'ow long, 
mother ? 

Mrs. Veale. 
More'n a week, John. 

Veale. 

Ah. One of the friendliest gentlemen we've ever 
known, your father, sir. 
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Dennis. 
Yes. What's the clay's work, Veale? 

Veale. 

The day's work ? [ Goinff to the desk, taking vjy a 
h))iq jKdxhiiieiit-rorerei/ hook, and feadiiig.'] Ten- 
thirty. 'Alf-an-hour on the road ; old gentleman o' 
the name of Trotman, 95a, Sloane Street. Mr. 
Dennison. 

Dexxis. 

[Making notes.] All right. 

Yeale. 

Eleven-thirty. Class in school ; Miss Cheeseman's 
Yomig Ladies. j\[r. Dennison and jMiss Yeale. 



All right. 
All right. 



Dennis. 

Margaret. 

Veale. 



Twelve o'clock. Hour on the road. Miss Car- 
(lelloe ; Miss Charlotte Cardelloe ; Miss Hubertina 
Cardelloe; Master Philip Cardelloe. Cadogan Square. 
[Looking at Mrs. Veale I'u't/i j^ride.] Miss 'Enrietta 
Wilcox — Mrs. Yeale! 

Mrs. Yeale. 
Ah! 

Veale. 
The foregoing are a nervous family. 
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Mks. Vbale. 

Why don't you hire me out with a bath-chair, 
John? 

A'eale. 

'Etty, my dear. [iLe.nttiiinc/.] Twelve-thirty. 9, 
Porchester Mansions ; Miss de Vere. ] vidin'-master 
to wait if tlie young person's not down. 3Ir. Den- 
nison. 

]\Iargaret. 

[_To hiTSi'lf, ii-ifh fi stamp ofjn-rfoof.'^ Oh! 

Ye ALE. 

Three o'clock. Hour in the Park. Lady Spilsbury 
and the Honourable Miss jounce. Miss 'Enrietta 
Wilcox — Mrs. Veale. 

Mi;s. Yeat.e. 
The Parlv. 

Yeale. 

Hah, mother! Four o'clock. Class in school. 
]N[r. JJennison and jNFiss Yeale. 

Dexxis. 
Sloane Street — ten-thirty. I'm off. 

[Mrs. Yeale rings tJielxll <i n<l removes some 
of the Jiredhfost thiixja. 

Yeale. 

[Tliroii'iiKj haclx tin' .iliilinc/ iloors and calling^ 
Wimple ! 

jNIaegaeet assists Dexnis vsith Ms coat. 
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Dennis. 



Thanks. 



TAiiELiA enters, carrying a tray, and clears 
the table, assisted by Mes. Veale. 

Veale. 

[_Leaniny over the balustrade of the gallery !\ Now 
then, Wimple ! 

Wimple. 

\_From the riding-school below.'\ Yetesir ? 

Veale. 

Saddle " Juno " and " Sunshine" for Mr. Denni- 
son, d'rectly. 

Wimple. 
Eight, guv'nor. 

RoDEKicK Heron. 

[ Calling from the riding-school beloie.J How do 
you do, dear Mr. Veale, how do you do ? 

Veale. 

Bless me, it's Mr. 'Eron. Come up them stairs, 
sir ! That's right ! Mind your 'ead, Mr. 'Eron ! 

Roderick Heron. 

[Outside, but nearer.'\ A delightful morning — 
really a delightful morning. \_Eiitering and shaking 
hands with Veale.] The kind of morning which 
makes a man a better man, a more generous man. 
[Shaking hfitids irith Dennis.] Ah, here is — [glanc- 
ing at Amelia] dear Mr. Dennison. [To Mar- 

6 
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GAEET.J And Miss Veale, looking prettier than 
ever. 

Margaret. 

Oh, Mr. Heron ! 

Roderick Herox. 

And Mrs. Veale too — Mrs. ^'eale in her habit as 
she lives. Good morning, Amelia. \_Jroppin(/ souif 
siliier upon f/ie trm/ ahe is (yirri/i/iy.~] A new ribbon 
for Sunday, Amelia. 

Amelia. 
Oh, thank you, sir. [Amelia does out. 

RoDERinc Herox. 

I never give myself the pleasure of dropping in 
here without realising one pleasant fact — the Veale 
household is a happy household, a simple household, 
a delightful household. 

Veale. 
Much obliged to Mr. 'Eron ; eli, mother ? 

Mrs. Veale. 
That we are, John. 

RonERK K Herox. 

There is only one jarring note, if I may be per- 
mitted to observe it — [pointing to Dei^xis] — tlie 
curious spectacle of the son of — shall I say a well- 
to-do parent V 

Dexxis. 

[2'o Roderick.] Father! 
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Roderick Heeox. 

The son of a well-to-do and indulgent parent 
laliouring under the Quixotic notion that a young 
man ought to do some kind of work, you know. 

Dex-vis. 

^\e won't talk about that, just now. I'm going 
out to give half an hour's lesson. 

Roderick Heeox. 

Are you ? Xow that amuses me, you know — the 
idea is so whimsical. Well, do your duty ; always do 
what you consider your duty. Dear ^frs. ^"eale will 
let me stay till you come hack, I dare say. 

[Dexxis f/oes out mi to the c/dJh'ri/ vJiere 
Margaekt 'is riovj stand'nuj. 

Dexxis. 

\ As he goes towards the stevs.^ Good-bye, JVIeii'. 

Mabgaeet. 
\_Lool-ing after huv.] Good-bye, Mr. Dennison. 

Roderick Herox'. 

[_Qiiieth/ to Vkat.to ei/e!iig Marcjaret and ^frs. 
Veai.e.] Ahem! my dear ^'eale. 

Yeale. 

All right, sir. Meg, run away for a minute, my 
dear. 

Margaret. 
Yes, pa. \_She goes ant. 
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Roderick IIkrox. 

[TV) JoMX, looking <it Mrs. Ykai.e vhone hack in 
iiinic<lti)ii-ni-dx thi'iii.'\ jMi's. Veale, eli? 

Vkale. 
"Well, sir, T hope you'll excuse me, but I've taken 
the liberty of mentioning this little matter of busi- 
ness to ^Nfrs. Veale. 'Etty, my dear. 

rtoiiEEicK rii-;i;ox. 
\_T<> himn<'lfr\ Really, you know, damn! \^To 
Vio.vi.E.] Now I am quite charmed to liear that we 
have taken Mrs. Veale into our confidence. I was 
about to suggest it — I really was. 

]\[ns. Veale. 
Lor', sir, he hasn't told me much. 

Roderick Heron. 

For shame, Veale, for shame ! You should have 
no secrets from Mrs. Veale. 

Veale. 
Well, Mr. 'Eron, I 'adn't much to tell. 

Mrs. Veale. 

Why, no, sir ; all .Tohn knows is that you've asked 
him to write his name tf) a — ^\-hat is it, father ''. 

Veale. 
Bill of Exchange, 'Etty. 

Roderick IIerox. 
Precisely — Bill of Exchange, you know. 1 open 
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my heart to you, dear Mrs. Yeale ; a woman's sym- 
pathy is very precious 

Mrs. Veale. 

[_Mori II (/ about with a duster. yMucYi obliged I'm 
sure, sir. 

Roderick Herox. 

T"in syiiipatlietic myself, you know. Now I in- 
tend this morning to exercise one of the privileges 
of a man of means ; I am going to shift a portion of 
a very considerable income from the future to the 
present. Men of imagination call this an act of jje- 
cuniary prophesy, but it is what is familiarly known 
as an advance. An advance, you know. 

Veale. 
Yes, sir, I knoAV. 

Roderick Herox. 
Xow I mustn't boast, but by obtaining this advance 
from my friend, Mr. Benson of Burlington Street, I 
shall be able to make the approaching Christmas a 
joyo'.is one for many persons ; in point of fact, 1 shall 
open my puise-strings I'ather wider this Christmas 
than usual. It's a delightful feeling, you know, 
really a delightful feeling. "\'eale, 1 am to present 
you to Mr. Benson in Burlington Street, at eleven o' 
clock. 

Veale. 
\_LookiiKj iiiqiiiriiii/h/ at Mrs. Veale. J Eh, 'Etty ? 

]\rns. Veale. 
H'm ! you'll excuse me, I hope, Mr. Heron, for 

what I'm going to say 
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]{()UK1!I< K IIeEOX. 

Charmeil, ymi kiKiw. 

Mrs. Vkalk. 

I'm sure 11(1 oiiu could he inorc sensil)]e fliiin iiic 
and John f)f the honour of being on such friendh' 
terms Mdth g-entry — eh, father V 

Veale. 

We take it as a gi'eat compliment, sir — that\\'c do. 

IkODEKTiK HeI!(.)X. 

My good souls, you"vel)een exceedingly indulgent 
to my mistaken boy, and I like you. There — uow 
you have it — I like you. 

A'eale. 
Thank yc, sir. 

3[i!s. Veale. 

Thank you, ^Ir. Heron. Oidy neither .John nor I 
understands much about this s(}rt of business, and 
what little we do know of it frightens us. Now it's 
out. 

Roderick IIekox. 

[ Tdhbifi ]\Iks. Veale's hinid (/nllanthj.] Then my 
dear Mrs. Veale, let me acknowledge the honcmr 
youdo>//ein entrusting your husband's welfare to 
my keeping. I regarcl this as a very precious re- 
sponsibility — and so will ]Mr. Benson. We'll start 
for Burlington Street in ten minutes. The matter 
is settled. 
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I\Iiis. A'eale. 

Then, I'll say no aiiore, sir. I shouldn't have 
spoken to a gentleiuau m this way, only — only 

RODKBK K Ilmtox. 

Only what, my dear lady ? 'J'ell nie, you -know, 
tell me. 

]\Ies. Yeale. 

Only John and I have been married, two-and- 
twenty years — and I daresay I'm vexing to him 
now and again — but we've faced our troubles to- 
gether — having laid three children to rest — and so 
— so [lai/lng her hand o;t Veale's shonhhr and ifpcak- 
ing Imsicihj [please don't let any harm come to my 
old man. 

Ye ALE. 

Why, mother ! 

^Iks. Yeale. 

J^Hn/K/iliiff the tears from la-r ei/es.] All right, 
father, all right. [She goes out quickly. 

Yeale. 

Bless my soul I Something's upset ]\Irs. '\'eale, 
sir. [Dennis enters vitli. <i bunch ofviejhts in his 
handr\ 

RODEEICK IIeKOjS'. 

Dennis ! 

Dexxis. 

The old gentleman can't ride this morning, Yeale ; 
he has gout in his knee. 
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Veale. 

[ Going to his (hsl-.'] Oh. He must pay for his 
lesson if he's got it in his stomach. 

RODERK K PIeROV. 

\_Talkin.g apart u-ith Dex.vls.] Well, dear Dennis ? 

Den.ms. 
Well, father? 

Roderick Heron. 

So you still herd with these C(jmmon people, eh ? 

De>xis. 
And you still live on my cousin Camilla, eh ? 

Roderick Heron. 

The — ah — pecuniary relati(jns between Camilla 
and myself remain uninterrupted. 

Denms. 

\_In disgust.'] Hall ! 

Hddertck HEi:f>x. 

My dear Dennis ! ]My child ! You take a dis- 
torted view of our indebtedness to Camilla — you do 
really. 

Dexxis. 
Oh, I'm ashamed ; that's all. 

R(iTiEi;i<K Herox. 
Now that is a feeliii.n' I vM\n<>l understand. Why 
ashamed ? Camilla is wealthy — no credit to her ; she 
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can't help it. We're poor- — no discredit to us : v:e 
can't help it. Camilla has a large house, with empty 
rooms and beds in them — why on earth shouldn't we 
occupy those rooms and air those beds ? Camilla's 
cook prepares a dinner for four persons — a dinner for 
four is a dinner for six. Really, you know, an extra 
oyster in the oyster-sauce, or an additional pinch of 
curry in the Mullagatawny, represents — looked at 
in the right way — the extent of our obligations to 
Camilla. [Dennis turns away mu/rili/. Veale 
(/oes out.'] Ah, our lower-class friend is considerate 
enough to leave us for a moment. Our lower-class 
friend is very h'less. 

Dennis. 

So's the word " honesty " ; we can speak of him as 
we find him. 

RoDEEicic Heron. 
Good! capital! \_Pol-ing the fre rigoo-ouslj/.] 
AVhat filthy fires you keep here ! Where do you 
sleep now, Dennis — in a cornbin? 

Dennis. 
I've a little room close at liand. It's a poor place 
— I can't ask you to come and see me. 

Roderick Heron. 
[ 'Wi/iinf/ the ilimtfroin hiH hands on tin- tahle cover, 
I (Duldn't do it, dear Dennis. It would pain me, 
you know. 

Dennis. 
Where are you ? 

Roderick Heron. 
I'm at Croome's Hotel in Jermyn Street. I'm 
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fairly comfortaole. I rxn ask you to call on me. 
So do, do, dear Dennis, abandon this crazy desire to 
earn your own living. It's not even original ; so 
many men have it. And great heavens, you'll com- 
promise me — you really will ! If jjeople learn that 
my son is a cad of a riding-master, they'll think I — 
I've no means, you know. 

Dexxis. 
Look here — I don't think you and I quite undei'- 
stand one another. 

Roderick Hebox. 
Let us do so ! 

Dennis. 
These common people, as you call 'em, are hard- 
working people, sincere people, good people. 

Roderick Heeon. 
Confound 'em ! 

Dennis. 
Xo — God bless 'em ! Hark, father — one more 
word about this and then have done with it. When 
I left Lydgate I did think of how I might earn my 
bread-and-meat in what you'd call a gentlemanlike 
fashion. I walked London till I was lame ; I button- 
holed a few friends ■ 

RODBRK K HeRoX. 

No, no, dear Dennis — you didn't do that! 

Dennis. 

Oh, don't be afraid ; I only told 'em I wanted to 

occupy my leisure. They grinned, and promised, 

and crossed the road when they met me next day. 

I tried strangers — they were candid at any rate. 
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And in less than three weeks I realised that I was 
the worthless crock the world weeds out of its stables. 
And it was then — when I learnt to hate the thought 
of myself and yet couldn't think of anything but 
myself ;, when my boots had begun to play a sort of 
rogues' march on the pavement — it was then that I 
remembered John Veale. And so, like it as little as 
you may, I've come into a new world — the world of 
saddle and stirrups — and the people you sneer at 
and patronise are its inhabitants and my friends. 

Roderick Herox. 
Good gracious, you're not going to sit round the 
family pot with those genial gipsies for ever and 
ever! 

Dennis. 
Why not"? I'm no better than they ! I'm fit for 
nothing but to stick fast on a horse, and here — here 
they don't look down on me and despise me. So 
God bless John Yeale, I say again — God bless him 
and his ! 

[Veale rctKi'un and resujues his seat at the 
desk. 

Roderick Heron. 
[A^c?^«rt</ Dennis with the end of his v.alki ng-cane.'\ 
Ahem ! Dear Dennis, I thing perhaps I ought to 
mention it— Camilla is in town. 

Dennis. 
Camilla ! 

Roderick Heron. 
[ CTawcm^ a« Veale.J S-s-s-li!' Yes, they're all 
staying for a few weeks with Sir Richard Philliter 
in Wilton Street. 
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Remember, I have your promise. 

Roderick IIei;(ix. 
Certainly ; / don't know where the devil you are. 

Dexxis. 
Do they — ever — ask about me ? 

RODERIIR IIeKOX. 

Oh, yes. They believe I'm searching for you. I 
get a great deal of very pleasant sympathy, you 
know. You're sure you wouldn't like to meet Camilla 
. — accidentally, eh ? 

Dennis. 
]\[eet her ! Xo, father, I — I wouldn't have Camilla 
set foot in my new world. 

Rodemck I-Iek<ix. 
But you may eiiuounter one another by chance — 
in the street, perhaps, while you're giving the lead 
to a couple of fat girls on bony horses ! 

Dennis. 

Then I must present her to her cousin, Mr. Denni- 
son — the cad of a riding-master. [M arg.veet entt'r.i.'] 
But you won't do anything to bring that chance 
about 'i Your word of honour ! 

RoDEKicK IIeuon. 
]\ry dear ])ennis, my word of honour. 

Dennis. 
Thanks. \_Jniiiriifi INF.vro.vket.] Oh, 3Ieg, I've 
been trading with your poor little lame flower-mer- 
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chant at the cab-stand. [ Giving her the violets.] 
He's not makmg- his fortune. 

Margaeet. 
Oh, Mr. Dennison! 

RoDEEif'K Heron'. 
[ To him.ieJf., vKitching Margaeet and Dexnis.J 
Eeally, you know, that's a dangerous companion- 
sliip. Now I do hope that nothing- will prevent the 
accidental meeting between dear Dennis and his 
relatives which T have so carefully planned. [INFrs. 
Vkat,k f'litcrfi.'] Are you ready for Burlington Street, 
Yeale ? 

Ye ALE. 

Yes, sir. Dress me, mother. 

[John" takes down his hat^ imifflei\ and over- 
coat front the hat-peg and Mnfi. Yeale 
a.isi.'i^.'i him. Dennis and Margaret 
stroll c/wag. 

Roderick Heron. 
[To himself.'] I think I'll make things q/iife safe 
here. 

Yeale. 
Thank ye, 'Etty. 

Roderick Heeox. 

My good friends, I have reason to anticipate that 
some esteemed relations of mine will shortly inspect 
your admirable establishment. 

Yeale. 
'Etty ! 
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]\[rs. Veale. 

Lor', ]\rr Heron, have they found out about the 
young- gentleman ? 

RoDEEiiK Heeox. 

Oh, no, no; it's the purest roinddence, you know. 
My niece, ]Miss Beatrix Brent, Avho is in town, is to 
be permitted to take moderate exercise on horse- 
back; and she is to receive instruction at some 
valuable institution of this kind. So I contrived 
that her brother's servant should become acquainted 
with the Hyde Park Riding Academy. 

I\[rs. Veale. 
You call this a coincidence, Mr. Heron! 

RoDERifK Heeox. 
To all outward appearances, quite, you know. 

Ye ALE. 

Well, sir, you'll excuse me 

RoDEEiCK Heeox. 

\_Staii(l!iif/ hetireen Yeale «r/r7 Mrs. Ye ale taMng 
tJu'ir hands.'] Hah, hah! you're going to scold me 
in your blunt, honest way for not respecting dear 
Dennis's foolish secret. But, my good souls, we are 
parents, and so you must help me to bring about 
a meeting between my naughty boy and a certain 
young lady whom he has treated — no, no, I will not 
tell you how he has treated a certain young lady. 

Yeale. 
What, Mr. Dennis ! 
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Mbs. Veale. 
Why, I'd as soon have thought ill of my John 
there ! 

Roderick Heeox. 
I believe you, dear Mrs. Yeale — otherwise you 
would scarcely permit this terribly dangerous com- 
panionship to exist between your charming daughter 
and a — no, I won't say a wicked young fellow ; I'll 
say a weak, impressionable young fellow. 



Mr. 'Eron ! 
Father! 



Yeale. 
Mrs. Yeale. 



Roderick IIkrox. 
There, there, there ! I've sufficiently distressed a 
watchful mother. I feel quite a brute — I do really. 
Come along, Yeale. 

Yeale. 
[_To Mrs. Yeale.J 'Etty, my dear! 

Mrs. Yeale. 
\_Soh')niiIi/ f/iuing Yeale his /inf.'] John — there's 
your hat. You leave this to me. 

Roderick Heron. 
[ To Mrs. Yeale.] Good-bye. Now don't be too 
hard on my boy. I have spoilt him — it's my fault 
[faking Yeale bg the artn] I blame myself, you 
know — I blame myself for many things. 

[Yeale and Roderick go out. ^Ls they do 
so Margaret enters and stands hefore a 
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}// irroi; fiirinf/Dli'Sslfi'ti rlolets in. hifr Jiablt 
mid liii,'))iiniii,(/ II xoiiij to /ifrxfjf ijiiicfh/ 
mill liappilij. Mrs. Veale, taking Iirr 
Kpi'j-tiivJc-r.dHe friiiii her pocket., piitu on her 
(iJiisttetf ii'itli, <Ji;liberafioji and tnxtchts 
JVIar(;aeet. 

Mrs. Veale. 
What have you got there, I\Ieg ? 

jM.vrgaret. 

Some violets. 

]\[i;s. Yeale. 
Did your pa give 'em you 'i 

IMaugaeet. 
No, ma. 

Mrs. Yeale. 
Wlio did give 'em you ? 

Margaret. 
]\Ir. Dennison. 

]\[rs. Yeale. 
]N[argaret. 

Margaret. 
\_I]rushi n f/ her hat.'] Well ? 

Mrs. Yeale. 
Your pa and I are thinking of making a bit of a 
change here, in the school. 

]MaI!GARET. 

Oh! ^Siirri'i/iiir/ her.ii'/f in the mirror as she j^tits 
on her hat.] Wliat sort of a change ? 
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Mrs. Veale. 
We're on the look-out for another riding-master. 

Maegaeet. 
Another riding-master ? To help Mr. Dennison ? 

Mes. Veale. 
No — in place of Mr. Dennison. 

Maegaeet. 
\_Tvrmiig sharply. '\ Why? 

Mes. Veale. 
AVell, dear, there seems to be something serious 
amiss between our young gentleman and his rela- 
tions. 

Maegaeet. 
Wliat's that — to do — with us ? 

Mes. Veale. 
That's just it. It ain't our place to take one side 
or another ; but by employing this young fellow in a 
capacity he wasn't brought up to, and making his 
dear father vexed and uncomfortable, Ave are taking 
one side, Meg, and p'rhaps we're doing wrong. 

Maegaeet. 
AVe may be doing a bigger wrong by sending him 

away. [Verco/^s/y trying to hnttoH her glove.'] 

Mes. Veale. 
No, Meg, no ; because, take my word for it, this 
sort of thing never answers. Shall I button your 
glove, dear? 

Maegaeet. 
Thanks. [Mes. Veale buttons Maegaeet's fflove 
7 
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v^!th. the aki of a hairpin. '\ What do you mean by 
" this sort of thmg " ? 

]\Irs. Veale. 
The mixing of gentry like him with people like us. 

]\[AR<iARET. 

People like us. I suppose we <n-e common. 

Mrs. Veale. 
Common, Meg ! No, no^ my dear, we're not common. 
I hope — we're ordinary. 

Margaret. 
\_To her self r\ Ordinary. 

Mrs. Veat,e. 
There's a good many fish between salmon and her- 
rings, Meg. I don't think we're quite herrings ; I 
should say we swim somewhere in the neighbourhood 
of the mackerel. \_Fiiiishiini vith theglov.'] There! 
Give me a kiss. 

[Margaret goe.i to liss Mrs. Yeale ; fhei) 
she breaks (Jown and piits her arms round 
her neck. 

MargjUset. 
Oh, mother! 

]Mrs. Veale. 

Why, Margaret ! [^Dropping her spectacles un- 
noticed.'] 

^Fargaiikt. 

\_P!teou.ih/.'\ Mother, isn't it hard that we're 
not fit to associate with people who are gentle — and 
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refined — and kind — and considerate, like — like this 
Mr. Dennison? 

Mrs. Ykale. 

Ah ! \_Looliiif/ into MAEGARET's./'ace.] You mustn't 
let your head run on Mr Dennison, Meg ; you mustn't 
do that. 

Margaret. 

[Drawinff herself amaij.] I know what you mean, 
mother ; but, if you imagine such a thing, it's not 
true — it's not true. I only think of him as the one 
real gentleman we have ever known who has made 
himself our friend and our eqiial, and who treats 
one — just as if — one were — a lady. Oh, it's bet- 
ter to be born a cripple than to be born com- 
mon ! 

\_Shethrov's herself into a chair and rocks her- 
self to and fro. 

]\Irs. Veale. 
\_Stancling hij her and weeping.'] How can you be 
so wicked, Meg — going on like this ? Fatlier paid 
Miss Twibble a hundred-and-twenty a year for your 
accomplishments — quite an aristocratic boarding- 
school. 

Margaret. 
Yes! 

Mrs. Yeale. 

I wonder you're not afraid of being struck like it — 
an ungrateful child ! 

Margaret. 
I am ungrateful. Why did father waste his 
money to make an imitation lady of me ? And what 
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did Tribble try to teach rae ? To sing, and play, 
and mince, and simper like those superior girls 
who wouldn't give me a nod now if they met me 
in the street! Hah! I only learnt the'differencr 
between the real and the sham ; I only learnt 
that they were born with quiet voices and easy 
ways, and that, mimic as I might, I could never be 
anything but a common young u-<nn,an ! 

Mrs. Yeale. 
It would break your father's heart if he heard you 
running down your education ! 

^M.Vr.llARET. 

You know it wouldn't, mother — but it's enough to 
break the liearts of girls like me to have such an 
education ! It makes us think, and build castles, 
and hope ; and it tortures us — that's all such educa- 
tion does for us — it tortures us. 

[Dexxis enter. '<.'\ 
Dexxis. 
[ To Maegaeet.] Wliat'll you ride in the school 
this morning, Meg ? 

Margaret. 
I— I'll ride " Pearl." 

Dexxis. 
Halloa, are you i)ut out about anything ? 

Margaret. 

I! No. 

Mes. Yeale. 
May I have a few words with you, IMr. Dennison, 
before you go out 't 
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Dennis. 

Certainly — now. I'll just tell Wimple to saddle 
the mare. 

Margaret. 

Xo — I'll saddle her myself ; perhaps it'll he for the 
last time. 

Denxis. 

For the last time, Meg ? 

Maegaret. 

Yes, I'm thinking of not going into the school 
after to-day. I — I'm tired of it — I'm tired of it. 

[_She goes out. 

Denxis. 

[ To himself, looking after her.] What's the mat- 
ter ? 

Mrs. ^'^EALE. 

Mr. Dennison. \_IIe goes to her.] Mr. Dennison, 
a woman — at any rate a woman who isn't a young 
woman — may speak out to a young man without 
offence, I hope ; especially if she's honest and 
straightforward and means well to all parties. 

Dexnis. 

Certainly, Mrs. Veale. Do I happen to be the 
young man ? 

Mrs. Vealb. 

Yes, sir, you do so happen. Mr. Heron — excuse 
me for going back to the old name — are you sure 
you're contented with the life you're living ? 
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Dexn'is. 
Contented ? Well — I contrive sometimes to forget 
the dunce, the idler, the fool, who bore the name 
you've just called me by ; that contents me. And 
I'm earning my bread, honestly. Yes — I'm con- 
tented. 

Mes. A'eale. 
Then, sir, I'm truly sorry to hear it — that I am ! 

Dexxis. 
Sorry, Mrs. Yeale ? 

Mks. Veale. 
Because my husband and me are of one muid and 
that mind's made up. We've got to part company, 
sir — you and us. 

Dexxis. 

Part company ! You don't mean you want — to 
be rid of me ? 

Mes. Yeale. 

I'd rather you didn't put it quite like tlrat, sir — 
but it's what I do mean. 

Dexxis. 
What's the reason ? 

Mes. Yeale. 
[Hisinff.'] Well, sir, that's just what I can't ex- 
actly tell you, but you must be ('i)uteiit,l\[r. Deiuiis, 
to know that it's better for us that you sliould leave 
us — better for us and better for you. 

Dennis. 

Better ? 
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Mrs. Veale. 

Ever-so-much — ever-so-inuch better. And now, 
sir, I'm dreadfully busy this morning; I — I prom- 
ised Veale I'd check his flt^iires, that I did. 

[A7iti hiisthjn II ji to tJiif Ji;,sk fiif/irj' inieii.si/i/ 
and hriii(/ii Koiiie liecwij hooks iJoini. 
to thi- tiihle. 

Dexa'is. 
But — but you've been sd kind to me, you and your 
husband, and Margaret 

]\ri;s. Yeai.e. 

Ahem ! [ TaJchuj Jwr spect'irhi-cuKe frmn Iter pockif 
(uid fiiiilini/ it i-'iiiptij.'] Drat the thing ! where are 
my spectacles? 

Den.xis. 

And now you turn me away like a lazy stable-hand. 

Mks. Veale. 

Look here, Mr. Dennis Heron, I'll tell you this! 
The reason's one that any honest, right-minded man 
is bound to respect. Come, sir ! won't you ti'ust an 
old — a middle-aged •\\'(nnan, and take her word ? 

Denxis. 
Oh, of course, I — I'll go. 

iliis. Veale. 

\_Ijaying a hand on, his shoulder.^ Thank you, my 
dear. 

[/S'Ae turns from him and aits with the bookn 
before her. . 
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Dejstnis. 
[ To himself.'] What is it ? What is it ? 
[Wimple enters with a note .] 

Wimple. 

[ Giving Dennis the note.] For the Missus. 

\_He c/oes out. 
Dennis. 
[^Handing the note to Mrs. Veale.J A note for you. 

Mrs. Veale. 
Thanks. \_Loohing about her.] Have you seen 
my glasses, Mr. Dennison ? I'm a perfect loat with- 
out 'em. It's an order for the office, I fancy. [i?e- 
ttirning the note to Dennis.] Kindly tell me what 
it's about, sir — will you ? 

\_8he resumes the search for her spectacles. 
Dennis reads the note., and his expression 
alters to one of blank dismay.] 

Dennis. 

[ To himself] Meg ! 

\_IIe turns to Mrs. Yi:ale, to speak to her, 
when there is ahnoch at the door. 

Mrs. Veale. 
Yes? 

Amelia enters. Dennis stares at the letter in a dazed 
manner. 

Amelia. 
Please, m'ni. 
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Mks. Veale, 
What are you doing, 'Melia ; leaving your work ? 

Amelia. 

The clerk was wishful that I should look for you, 
m'm. 

Mes. Yeale. 
You've been gossiping with the clerk ! 

Amelia. 

Oh, no, m'm. Me and 'im was meally passin' the 
time of day wlien a gentleman and some ladies come 
into the office and asked for to be showed over the 
scliool. 

Mes. Yeale. 

A gentleman and some ladies ? 

Amelia. 

Yes, m'm ; and the clerk was wishful to know if 
I would be good enough as to favour him by bein' so 
obligin' as to kindly assytain where you was. It is 
not my 'abit nor am I Avishful to be drawn oil' my 
'ousework. 

Mes. Yeale. 

\_Hnddeiilii ii-i'tth a ?ooA a< Dennis and taking K^vbaa^ 
cqyart.'] 'Melia ! 

Amelia. 

[7Ji a whisper.] Yes, m'm ? 

Mes. Yeale. 
What are they like ? Describe 'em 1 
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Amelia. 
Two young ladies of the age of my young sister 
and my married sistei' ; and a young gentleman of 
the age of my married sister's 'usband ; and a oldei- 
lady something like Queen Elizabeth, speaking by 
'earsay. 

Mi;s. VHALE. 

[ To hernii/f.'] Miss Brent of Fauncourt I [^Looki/ir/ 
at Dexxis.] Shall T — shall I ask 'em up here V 

^Vmklia. 
What say, m'm ? 

IMus. Yeale. 
S-s-sli ! [ To Dex MS. J I'll be back in two minutes, 
Mr. Dennison. ']Melia ! 

[(S7/(' ffoen Ollt^ folh)ll-e<l Jnj ^V.MELIA. 

1)enxis. 

Meg! Meg! [//« ri'uda the iiof<' to Jiiutiu'lf.'] 
"Mother. I told you a lie. I do care for him — I 
do care for him with all n]y heart. I shall be hap- 
pier if you send him a«ay." I — 1 understand. 
Meg! The child of these people — these people 
Avho've been good ti > me — and trusted me. Poor little 
Meg ! What a shame — what a shame! 

[Wimple (ipiicurs in tJic (jiilJunj, cumj'iiKj a 
hrklle and it h(ithi:i\ 

WiMi'i.i;. 

[ Lool-iii// into the rooi)i.'\ Gettiu' ou for class time, 
Mister Dennison. 

Dexxts. 

\_Ahstr<tct<'dh/.] Thank you. [FolJhuj the imtc 
etifffiilhj andjdiicliiij It in his pocket.^ It's my fault ; 
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it must be all my fault. Poor little Meg — ^what a 
shame ! \JIe (joas out in. deep thought. 

Wimple. 
\_Lool:liig after Denxis.] Recliniu' in a armchair 
a'readin' his letters like a dook. Well, that chap 
beats me ! The missus ! 

[.He riihs the liridle <_'ii(ir(/(dic((Ui/ <i.i Miis. 
Veale eiiterti, looking /•otdu/, nervously. 

Mrs. A'^eale. 
\_To Wimple.] Where's Mr. Dennison':' 

WniPLE. 
\^(xlancing over the hulKxtnide.] He's just walked 
into the stables — a'talkin' to Miss Marg'rit. 
Miss Brext ent.ern, followed bg Beatrix. Wimple 
strolls atoag. 

]N[iss Bkkxt. 
[yt* Mrs. A'eale.] Thank you. 

Beatrix. 
[ 7V> Camilla us she enters, p<de und^ sud-loohing.^ 
Here's a fire, Canr. 

Camilla. 

IWitha s]ui'er\ Oh! 

\_Hh.e goes lunyuidlg to the fire. 

Miss Brext. 
\_To jMiis. Veale.] We are to wait here? 

[LuCFAX (:n1i:rsl\ 

Mrs. Yeale. 
Well, I know my husband would feel honoured to 
show you over the school and the stables himself. 
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LuCIAX. 

As a matter of fact, our time is rather precious. 
[To Miss Beent.] I have to go to my hosiers, you 
know, aunt. 

Camilla. 
Pray allow nie to get warm, Lucian. 

Mrs. Tealb. 
^Ir. A'eale won't be long, I'm sure. 

Miss Brent. 
Mr. Veale of Baverstoke ? 

Mrs. Ye ale. 
Yes, miss. 

Miss Brent. 
Dear me ! I think you came with your husband to 
Fauncourt? 

Mrs. Yeale. 
I did. 

Miss Brent. 
How do you do ? Camilla, how strange ! 

Lucian. 
Oh, of course ; my uncle, ]Mr. Roderick Heron, 
took " Strephon " and " Chloe," the two hunters, from 
your stable, didn't he ? 

Mrs. Yeale. 
Y-yes, sir. I hope they're doing well this sea- 
son. 

Camilla. 
We do not hunt at Fauncourt tliis season. 31r. 
Dennis Heron has brought his stay at Fauncourt to 
a close. His horse " Strephon" now belongs to me. 
I prize him — highly. 
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LuCIAN". 

He's as fat as a pig ; does no work and is petted 
like a spaniel. 

Camilla. 
[Anffrily.] Lucian ! 

LrriAN. 

What's the matter, Cam ? [To /nmself, looking at 
Camilla.] Temper! \_>Str<)lli)i</ into the gallery and 
htohiiig orer the halustrade. Halloa — the riding- 
Rchool ! 

Beatiux. 

Oh! [Loohlng through the opeiilng.'\ How delight- 
ful ! r To Mrs. Veale.] It is I who am to ride. 

]\[rs. Yealh. 
Indeed, miss. 

Beatrix'. 

When you were in business at Baverstoke I daresay 
you heard how delicate I was. 

Mrs. Yeale. 
No, miss, I hadn't that pleasure. 

Beatrix. 
Oh, you must have heard and forgotten. You will 
feel extremely sorry Avhen I tell you that I am still 
most fragile. 

LuriAX. 
[Mockingly .\ Ho, ho ! 

Beatrix. 
[ To Miss Brent.] Aunt, is Lucian to be allowed 
to behave quite in that way ? 
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Mrss Brbxt. 
Lueian ! 

Ll-|1A"N". 

All right. Only 7'/v^ been obliged to come down 
from Cambridge because my head's giveu way; 
that's what I call being delicate. 

Beatrix. 

[/« the (jdUenj leaiiiiKj oner the h<dii>itradel\ Shall 
I learn here '? 

]\[ks. Yeale. 
Y-yes, miss. 

Beatkix. 
There are some p.'ople riding now. 

Mbs. Yeale. 
They are the young ladies from Mrs. Cheeseman's 
School, miss. [Lvcixv Jainx Beatrix a ml looks (lov:yi. 
upon the riding-schooh] They have an hour every 
Monday at eleven. 

Beatrix. 
It's nearly eleven. I\Iay we Avatch the lesson? 
Who will teach V 

j\[rs. Yeale. 
]\[y daughter and — and — the riding-master. 

Beatrix. 
Oh! {CalUng.] Aunty! 

[A7(e, LuciAN" <tnd Mrs. Yeale watch all that 
is going on helov vitli. interest. 

Miss Brent. 
[Tenderlg to Camilla vhn is sitting with her head 
thrown back in thought.] You look very lonely there. 
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Camilla. 
Dreaming, iuuit. 

jMiss Breni'. 
Always in tlie clouds, dear. 

C'ajfill.v. 
Aunty, have you ever visited a strange spot and 
found it familiar to you ? I seem to know tliis queer 
place quite well. Do you tliinlt I lived here in my 
former existence, when I was a cat or something ? 

]Miss Brent. 
It is tlie aspect of the stable in everytliing that 

recalls ■ 

Cajiilla. 

That recalls what Fauncourt used to he. Yes — 
and Fauncourt is dull enough now for our pains. 
We drove the life out of it, you and T, Mdien we sent 
— him away. How cruel "\i'e were. 

Miss Brent. 
Will you ever forgive me for my share in that, 
Camilla V 

Ca:milla. 
I love you. Aunt Anne, dearly ; [drccwing Miss 
I>i!ENT to her foiidhf\ but, no — I will never forgive 
you, never, never, never. 

Miss Beent. 
\^Smiling sadly] Ah! 

Mrs. Yeale. 
\_To Beatrix.] If you stand over there, miss, at 
the end of the gallery, you'll get a better view of the 
riders. I — I must go downstairs to tlie office. 
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BEA'i'BIX. 

Point out your daughter to me, first. 

jMes. Yeale. 
Slie's not tliere yet, miss. [77t<» souurh of jingling 
hit.'i and hiir.'ii'ii'' Imofs ore lu^iird. [Yes — liere she 
coines, with ! Excuse me ! [/S'Ae gi^es tmay. 

Beateix. 

'[Looking into ^^f roo;/;.] Camilla! Aunt! C'oine 
and M'atch ! Oh, do ! Lucian ! 

[Beatrix nms out follovpiJ hij LniAX. 

Mtsr Bekkt 
( 'amilla V 

Camilla. 
Let me wait here, please. [Miss Beest goes on to 
the gallery, glances orer the bali/xtrade, and folhm-s 
the others. [Why do I stir out of doors when strange 
places and strange sounds tease me Sdl The air of 
the stables — Dennis! The tread of the horses — 
Dennis ! \_Drearnily.'] Day, dusk, sunlight, firelight, 
shadow — all recalling — our Dennis. [Closing her 
eyes.'\ Not ot/r Dennis — nobody cared for him as I 

cared for him. Jly Dennis — my Dennis 

[The indistinct sound of Dennis's voice is 
heard directing the lesson. Camilla's eyes 
open ; then she rtdses her head sloirly, 
staring before her, icith parted lips. His 
voice is heard again. With a faint cry 
Camilla rises. 

LuriAN. 
[In the distance.] Dennis! Dennis! [Lucian 
cqjpears in the gallery.] I say. Cam ! Look here! 
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Beatrix. 
\_Ri<nnlii(/in.] Camilla, here's Dennis ! 

[LuciAX and Beatrix run out again. 

Miss Brext. 
lCom'i/)(/ to Camilla.] Camilla! 

Camilla. 
I know. 

[/6'Ae loaUiS airay, ninJ stands hiohlng doimi into 
the fro. . 

Miss Brent. 
\_Mi'et'!iu) Dexnis v'ho enters vjith Beatrix and 
LiiciAN.] Dennis ! 

Dennis. 
\_TaJi'lng her Jiand.'] 3Iiss Brent. 

[Miss Beent, Lfcian, and Beatrix glance 
towards Camilla; Dennis's eyes follow 
t/ieirs. 

Dennis. 
Camilla. 

\_She turns without speahing, then she extends 
her hand. 

Camilla. 
\_In. a loin cokv.J Dennis. 

DlCNXIS. 

I thank you. This is like you. I thank you. 

Cajolla. 
Thank me? 

Dennis. 
For thinking me worth recovering. 



114 LADY nOCXTJFUL. 

Camilla. 
You are mistaken, Dennis. We are here by 
cnanee. 

]Jp;xMS. 
Chance ! 

Camilla. 

Beatrix is to learn to vide 

Y)E.\rnix. 

Yes. 

C\^MILLA. 

And we are looking for a riding-scliool 

De.nxis. 
And a good riding-master V 

Camilla. 
A — riding-master ! 

Dexxis. 

Yes. Let me introduce myself. My name is 
Dennison and I teach riding here for a living. 

C\v.MILLA. 

\Titriiiin/ from liim reprodclifiilhj.'^ Oh! 

Beatrix. 
'\_ToY)'F.^^\9,<iffect}oiiiit<'}y.'\ Nevermind; we're so 
glad we've found you. 

]\riss Brext. 
Beatrix ! 

[^Iiss Brent <iii<1 LrciAx' //'< on in the 
gitUi'ri/ (111(1 .it(i)i(f, I'u'f/i tjieir backs 
toirardti the ro(i)n htohih(j (Iok'k into the 
school.'] 
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Bkatkix. 
Dennis — make Cam bring you liome. 

\_SJte joins Miss Brext and Lucian and 
(/radindli/ theij nil tliree distippear.'j 

Camilla. 
Oh, Dennis ! And is this all you have clone ? 

Dkxxis. 



All. 
Horrible ! 



Camilla. 



Dkxxis. 
You mean I've declined in the SQcial scale ? 

Camilla. 
Ilah ! 

Dennis. 
Oh, yes, I admit I'm accustomed to polite society. 
I was once dependent upon a lady who fed me, 
clothed me, kept me, for longer than I care to reckon. 
But she knows that I've reached my proper level — I 
refer you to her for my character. 



C.l.MlLL. 



\. 



Ah, I am acquainted with the young woman you 
speak of. She is a person of few ideas, but one of 
them — a nice discernment of the difference betAveen 
true pride and. false — might commend itself to you. 

Dennis. 
False pride ? 

Camilla. 
Yes. And she has already furnished me with 
your character. In the mind of this young Avoman 
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you are a melancholy example of that race of beings 
who, having wronged, tliemselves, Ijeliave with all 
(he dignity and resignation of a child with a toi'ii 
pinaff)re : wlio abandon friends when friends cease 
to be blind to foibles and follies ; and who plant 
upon their man's estate a solitary, ungainly tree — 
Pride, unreasoning, undignified, and, she thinks, 
heartless Pride ! 

\_SJie turns friiiii liiin. 
Dl■:^■^rIS. 

\_(T('lltll|.^^ Miss Brent. \_S]i<' lools nt Jiim <ji)icl-Ji/ 
tlii'ii ti/nis (I'irtii/ in/oui.'\ A woman can always 
make a man appear a fool, and to defend himself 
from her — especially when she's really good and 
generous — is like using a stick. So I've nothing to 
answer, only — you are a little hard to please, Lady 
Jjountiful. 

Camilla. 

"i'ou think I am inconsistent. Of course, I did 
urge you to work. 

Denxis. 

Yes. 

CA;\riLLA. 

But this uncomfortable enthusiasm is — is appal- 
ling ! I couldn't suggest your living in siu'h dread- 
ful surroundings, and with sirch people. 

Dexxis. 
Oh, you mustn't speak against them, please ! 

[^JFZe titd/ii/f! Icmiiiir/ Kpiiii tli(^ elm if iritli ii nft 
repression on /lisj'/iee. 

Camilla. 
I beg your pardon ; I'm sure they're very nice 
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in their way, but — Dennis — listen to my proposal. 
^^'e always quarrel — let us quarrel under more 
genial circumstances. . Fauncoixrt is still open house 
and remains so for some months 

Deicnis. 
Oh, no ! 

Cajiilla. 
"Wait — you are so hasty! "We — Zowe you some 
reparation. Give me an opportunity of making it. 

Dennis. 
Reparation ! 

Camilla. 
For never truly understanding you — for under- 
rating you. Ah, it is only my tongue that is shrew- 
ish, and now even that says — I am sorry. 

Dennis. 
Camilla ! 

Camilla. 
Dennis, I fear T have never heen quite candid 
with you, and — since you left us — the thought has — 
distressed me. 

Dennis. 
What do you mean ? 

Cajiilla. 
T don't think T told you truthfully why I kept 
you ignorant of your poveily — and I am a little 
ashamed. 

Dennts. 
But you gave me two reasons 
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Camilla. 

Yes — but they Avere only half-truths, and two lialf- 
truth.s don't make a whole one. And, Dennis, I 
have found out lately that, deep down below all 
other reasons, T delayed telling you the secret 
of your position because I thought the know- 
ledge of it might send you far out into the world 
— and Fauncourt was dull — and wti couldn't spa}-o 
you. 

\_Turiiui(j from h!ni,she covers htr eijts with 
her hand for a moirieiit. 

De.nxis. 

[ IV'itchi/i;/ hvr with a look of dii<iii<nj.'\ Oh ! 

Ca,\[illa. 

And so, for everybody's sake, come back to the old 
house ; and there, by our cosy fireside, we will all 
sit, and plot, and plan out some appropriate career 
for the truant who has taught us how large, and 
cold, and cheerless home is without him ! Will you, 
Dennis 'i 

Denxis. 

[/// a loir Y'o/Vv'.J T thank ynu, with all my heart; 
but — even if I Avould come home — it is too late. 

Camilla. 
\_lHa irJiis^jcr.] Too late? 

DK>fNIS. 

Yes — it is too lat(\ 

^Fargaret. 

[Cdllinij oii/i<i</c.] Dennis ! Dennis ! 
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[Camilla and Dexxis look straight at each 
other for a motnent, then she qiiichhj clran;s 
aioay in. uyitation. 
Roderick Heeon enters, foRoii:ed by \\LXh\i. «;((^Mks. 
Yeale, ivhile Dennis goes out. 

Roderick llEUdx. 
My dear niece, you have discovered our little 
secret in the strangest way! Dennis wouldn't 
let ine tell you, he really wouldn't. ' It's his fault ; 
I hate concealment, you know. Eh ? 

Camlla. 
\_Faintly.'\ Find — Aunt Anne ! 
D'Ers'sis, rettirns irlth Maegaeet; Miss Beext, w7io 
JVloics, vxehiinges a 'word viith Rodeeick a7id 
goes straight to Cajiilla. Ll'ciax <(nd Beateix 
etitur after Miss Beext. 

Dexxis. 

[Fulterliigly.'] Camilla — this is Margaret, the 
daughter of my good friends, Mr. and Mrs. Veale. 
I want to tell you all that Margaret has promised to 
be — my wife. 

[^There !.i a nioniKnt of silent surjjrise. 

Camilla. 
\_IjOohing at Makgauet and adcandny to her 
steadily.'] I am Camilla Brent, Mr. Dennis Heron's 

cousin. [TaA'///^ Margaret's /(f///f7.] Let me 

She falters, turns to Miss Beext, an,d lean- 
ing upon her arm walks to the door, 
follovjed by Lu( ian and Beatrix. 

END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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THE THIRD ACT. 

MARGARET PREPARES FOR HER VOYAGE. 

The scene is a humble room in, the h(.iseme)it of a Junise 
ill a poor street in ~\Vestrn'inster. The 'irin.d(nrs 
look out into the are<i, v:henre a fi;/ht of stepn 
leads xp to tlie pavement, irliieh togetlmr with tin- 
area railings are pdainlij seen from the -room. 
An open, door leads into the scidleri/, thrmu/Ji 
v:hieh the area is mn'hed. The roojn is poorli/ 
furnished, the f re is ligltti-d, a hahij sh'ips in its 
cradle on tlie floor. Kigldeen moidhs Jiaee p^assed. 
since the ecents of the pjrerious act. 

It is a brie/ht summer rnarninfj ; a barnl-oryan is 
playitig in the street. Mi!s. A'eale, hiaking (jreij 
and carevwrn, is at icorh in tin' senllenj. Slie 
peeps into the room ami listens. 

Mks. A'eale. 
Did I hear our little 'uii? [A'/^c crosses qnicth/ to 
the cradle and hneels beside it, loaling into it and, 
arranging the coverlet^ Ha! Do yoa know why 
the music's playing this fine morning, my precious ? 
It's because mother's coming down to-day. That's 
what the music tells us! Mother's coming down- 
stairs this blessed morning ! (irandpa! \_S]ii' sees 
John Veale slowly descending the area .-iteps, and. 
goes to na'et liim as he entirs tlirougli the scnllerg, 
carrying a b/'own jiape/' jm/'cel. lie is much altered 
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— his hair is lohite, his step feMe, <.iiid his ■iianni.er 
t.lujt of a hroken-dowii nuin.~\ Father dear, I thought 
you'd got lost. 

Veale. 
Did you, 'EttyV 

Mils. Ye ALE. 
\_TuJ(in</ his hut, stick, (did CDinfovtar from hAni.^ 
I shan't send you out on any more errands if you 
keep me on pins and needles. 

Yeale. 
There was so many crossin's, mother ; I'm not 
what I was in traffic. [ UiiAxij her tlie pu reel .'] The 
young man at the draper's says this is all the rage 
just now — two-and-eleven-pence-ha'penny. 

Mits. Yeale. 
\_OpeiiiiKj the piireel and fiidiiig a, eiiiiuinHi 'inonlleii, 
shaii'l ii-hieh she sluxkes out and puts round her shoul- 
ders.'] Cajpital ! 

Yeale. 
Just suits you, 'Etty. 

]Mi;s. A'kale. 
[ Taking off the shatr/.] ^Vs if it was for me ! It's 
for Meg. 

Yuale. 
Meg — oh, aye. 

Miis. A'e.\le. 
Dennis is going to carry Meg doAvnstairs when he 
comes home to dinner. 

Yeale. 
Lor' hless my si )ul ! Is he '? Ha ! ha ! It'll seem 
like old times — ^our ^leg running about again. 
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Mrs. Teale. 
Don't, father ! It'll be a long while before we see 
Meg looking much like our Meg. ^^'hy, John dear, 
you forget everything nowadays. Meg's been eight 
weeks upstairs. 

Veale. 
Oh, aye — time iiirs. It's a year since my bank- 
ruptcy ; I reck'lect that — I reck'lect tliat. 

Mrs. Veale. 

\JLookiiifi tou-ards the cradle.] Yes, father, the 
little gal's eight weeks old to-day at tea-time — but 
she hasn't been lying nearly so still and quiet as her 
mother has. Meg ! 

\_Sfie goes to the Jirephiee a ml arranges the 
shci'wl over the hack of tJie arm-chair 
which she turns toxoards the fre. 

Yeale. 
\_Mumbling tohunself.'] Meg comin' down ! It'll 
all seem like old times afore the bankruptcy. It'll 
all seem like old times — afore the baby was — afore 
the baby was — made a bankrupt — made a bankrupt 
— made a bankrupt. 

Ajielia enters, carrying a trag irith Jrrealfast things 
upon it. She has become vnzen and slatteridg. 

Amelia. 
Please, m'm, ole Mr. 'Eron — he 'aven't touch his 
breakfast agin. 

Mrs. Veale. 
What's wrong now ? 
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"•- Tkale. 

'M.v. 'Er(Mi — one of the affablest gentlemen we've 
ever known ! 

Amelia. 
I'm not wishful to repeat secli lang-uage, m'm, but 
Mr. 'Eron 'ave been calling his meal by Ioav names. 

Mes. Veale. 

Xo, 'Melia. 

Amelia. 

lie says 'if^ toast is a injury and 'is kawfee a in- 
sult. 

[Amelia ref.i/'en to the scullerij. 

Mrs. ^'EALE. 
John, I can't endure that heartless old man much 
longer ! He's wearing me out ! 

Veale. 

You don't understand Mr. 'Eron, 'Etty, my dear. 
3Ii;s. Veale. 

Don't understand ! Why the old man's no more 
than we are now, and ought to be much less ! We 
give him the cream of everything — the bedroom with 
the new wall-paper, the quilt I was married with ! 
'Melia valets him and keeps him repaired, and I 
scorch my eyes out cooking him luxuries ! And how 
does he treat us ? It's wicked ! 

Veale. 
Ah, I dessay Mr. 'Eron feels his fall in the world 
Avorse than we do, 'Etty. It's a shockin' reverse for 
a born gentleman. \_Talc%ng a spoon from the tray.'\ 
Look 'ere ! A metal spoon for a born gentleman. 
There's a reverse ! 
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Mks. A^kale. 
A gentleman ! Win i led us into all the mischief 
that finished up in the Bankruijtcy C'ouit with an 
old judge — whose face I could a' slapped — asking 
you impudent questions ? 

TUALE. 

\Mour)ifi(Uj.] I know, 'Etty, I know. 

j\Ii!S. Yeai.e. 
And still you're proud of being patronised, and 
slapped on the back, by a " gentleman " ! You're 
not yourself, father, or I'd be ashamed of you. 

Veale. 
But Mr. 'Eron has explained e^•erything in his own 
affable Avay — the friendliest gentleman Ave've ever 
known. 

;\Ii!s. A'eai.k. 

He'd explain the pattern of my go-wn. 
Veai.e. 

He's been forsook by his proud relations, and put 
in the hands of their lawyers, and now \]oithhi<i at 
t/ic Kjiooii'] his own son don't give him a bit o' silver 
to stir his tea with ! 

\TIi<i iiiiisii: uf tliK strci^A-orgiui is IicarJ u(jaiii. 

^[i;s. Vi;ale. 
His (nxii son 1 ^Vh, jioor Dennis ! Tie's got enough 
to bear, with all us sparrows chirrupuig for bread- 
crumlis ! Come, I won't grumble at my share o' the 
burden I \_S('i:iiii(i tin' jxiki'i- rli/dransli/ mid iiiciKlini/ 
the /7"/r.] I'll think about the old vagabond's dinner, 
that I will ! 
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Amelia. 
[Enti'vuni the room, from the ntciillerij.'] I'm ready 
for baliy, m'm. 

]\[rs. Ykai.e. 
[ Tdhiiuy the Ixihi/ from the (■raflle and placini/ it 
III Amelia's arm.s.\ Be careful, 'Melia ! 

Amelia. 
[ TemJerhj. ] Lor', m'm, I'm used to it. There's 
two at 'ome I've reared. 

Roderick Herox eiiter.t. There Ix <i failed and 
riitlitr dejtresKed air (iJ>(>T(t him, hut /n'.i mniinvr 
toiriird.t the Veale's Is 'imujiilfeeiit and eonde- 
sei^iiding. He t<tid/,:s across to the f rep/ace. 

Roderick Heron. 
Yeale, my dear fellow — the paper. 

[Amelia c/oes out toith the hahy. 

Yeale. 
It's Mr. 'Eron ! Good-mornin', sir — a fine and 
pleasant mornin' to you, Mr. 'Eron. [Texking the 
nev^spaper from tlie top of tJie htireati ai id cutting It ^ 

[Roderick removes the 'iiyoollen sJia-^cl from 
the hack of the cluilr and throv^s it aii-ng, 
then seats himself facing the f re. 

Mrs. Yeale. 
[Picking iq) the shawlindignatitly and p>lacing it 
on a. chair. Ah! 

Roderick Heron. 
Oh, my good woman, I've eaten no breakfast, you 
know. I'm quite faint — I really am. 
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]Mrs. Veale. 
[Hepressiiif/ /i/^r (iii;/er.] We must get you some- 
thing tempting for your dinner, sir. 

RODKKK 'K IIkROX. 

I'm glad you feel tlie necessity for a step of that 
kind I suggest a small bird of some sort — a pig- 
eon, for example. With a sauce — try a sauce, Mrs. 
Veale. 

Mes. Veale. 
\_Tic!t<:]i!ii(j her hnnc/fi.] A sauce. 

Roderick Hekon. 

Eut, for heaven's sake, don't invent it! Buy a 
cookery book when you go out. I'll open my purse- 
strings and make you a present of one. Ask Dennis 
for the money. [Veale ^j<v>s' Em lEiiHK IlEiinx t/w 
jjaper.'] Thank you, Veale — you are exceedingly 
attentive. I hope you know that I consider you ex- 
ceedingly attentive. 

Veale. 

Much obliged to ye, ]Mr. 'Eron, I'm sure. 

Mes. Veale. 
Have you heard that Meg comes down to-day, ^Mr. 
Heron ? 

RODEEICK HeROX. 

[^Reading the paper with his back to the f re conde- 
scendingly.'] Does she ? Now I'm rejoiced to hear 
that — quite rejoiced, you know. 

Mes. Veale. 
Ah, thank you, sir. 
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KODERICK HeROX. 

She will be able to assist in the household duties. 

Mrs. Veale. 
What ! 

RoDERIf K ITeEOJT. 

I have lost all confidence in Amelia since I detected 
her using my comb. You are well-intentioned, Mrs. 
Yeale ; but ^fargaret can now make me her special 
study. 

Mrs. Ve.vle. 

Mr. Heron, while my gal has been lying upstairs, 
watched, on and off, by me and Dennis, there's been 
one belief that's kep' me, in a sort o' Avay, cheerful, 
sir. 

RoDERiPK Herox. 
Indeed, indeed? 

Mrs. Veale. 
The belief that it couldn't be meant to snatch at 
the young and pretty under this roof and leave the 
old and selfish untouched. 

Roderick Herox. 

\_IjOoking at Veale. j Ah, and a very cruel thing 
to say before your poor husband, Mrs. "\^eale — a very 
heartless thing ! [JIrs. Veale, with <i look of in- 
dignation, goes into the seiilhry carrying the tray.'] 
Veale, have you any money in your pocket '? 



Vej 



vle. 



\_Fumbllng in his 2^ocJcets,'\ A little change of 
mother's, sir. 
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RoDEPjrK IIkron. 
JJuy me a bunch of primi'oses when you go out. 
-Ahir/^aret Mill be H'ratiflecl by some attention from 
me on her coming- downstairs,. you know. I ti-y to 
think of everybody. 

vVjiJiLIA, (IrcKtK^d for 'irallxiiig, riitcm^ irenjlu'il ijoii'n 
hi/ the haby in. its hoiiiict iiml rol/f. ,Mi;s. 
A'kale rctxriin to the room. 

AjfEUA. 

[ To ]\ri;s. "S'jcALE.J ^Master's come in, m'm ; he's 
run upstairs to the young missus. 

]\[i!s. Vkat.t:. 
It's early for Dennis ; he's so excited about ]\[eg. 

Roderick Heeox. 

I really hope he is not neglecting those disgusting 
stables of his. The business of a Jobmaster is pain- 
fully degrading, but Avlien a young man has respon- 
sibilities 

Mks ^'ealjc. 

\_^Htirii)g A'eale in hi.f /lot, i/Iores, anil comforti r. \ 
Here's your hat, father. Go into the park with 
'^lelia and sit in the sun. \_The, music of tin- strat- 
<ir(/(in is resumed. Amelia ejoes nut and nscenils the 
oreii-steps, folhtii'cd 1)1/ Vkale. W</trhi/iff thiir 
depiirtitre from tin', ((ren, nnd eidlinij after them.'\ 
Don't look about you, \A[elia! John, hold on to 
'JNfelia's jacket at the crossings ! \_A tetter is Innnted, 
to her through, the rniJings.'^ Good-morning, post- 
man. \^lleturning til the room and throiring the letter 

on to the (idile.~\ Letter for you, ^\v. Ilerou. she 

retires to the seullerg. 
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Roderick Heron. 

Eh ? Oh ! [ Talcing up the letter.] Camilla's law- 
yers ! \_Opening the letter.] No enclosure. Really, 
you know, this is infamous ! \_Iieading.'\ " Great 
George Street, Westminster. Sir. Yourself and 
Miss Camilla Brent. In answer to your further 
communication, we are again compelled to inform 
you that we can do nothing but act upon the posi- 
tive instructions of Miss Camilla Brent and her ad- 
visers given us previous to her leaving England a 
year ago." Now, how deceived we have all been in 
this young woman ! " The large sum of money then 
paid you by Miss Camilla Brent, to enable you to 
discharge your obligations to Mr. John Veale, was a 
final gift on the part of our client and we regret to 
find that it was misapplied." Really, you know, 
this is libellous ! " It is, of course, open to you lo 

directly address Miss Camilla Brent " Ah! "but 

as that lady is moving about Europe we are our- 
selves unacquainted with her precise whereabouts." 
Oh ! "AVe note your assurance that you are now the 
sole support of your son and his numerous family 
connections. Maule & Craddock." 

Dennis enter,': guicMg., carrying a large bouquet, a 
bashft of fruit., and a 2:)iircel of books. Rod- 
erick IIeron shuffles h is letter into his pocket, as 
Mrs. Yeale cdso enters. 

Dennis. 
Good- morning, father ! 

Mrs. Veale. 
Ah, Dennis, my dear ! 
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Roderick Hekox. 
You neglect your employment at a very critical 
hour of the clay, Dennis. 

Dexxis. 

I'm of no use at the Mews this morning ! Meg is 
coming downstairs ! ^Shoiniuj the Jf.owers.'] Look 
here, father ! 

Roderick Herov. 
For your wife, I presume ? 

Dexnis. 
Yes. Aren't they beautiful ? [ To Mrs. Veale.J 
Put 'em in the gayest jug we have. [.Mrs. Veale 
lal-ra tJie floioers and retii-fx to the sculler i/. tSelecting 
(I hunch, of f/rajyes from thehasketund Jiokliiif/ it k/j.] 
Thei'e's a picture ! 

Roderick Heiiox. 
I'm always grieved to see extravagance, you know. 
Grapes at this season of the year — for your wife ; 
it's a little painful to me. 

Dexxis. 

Extravagance! Extravagance! Meg is coming 
down to day ! \_Ilaiidhi</ the ■purcel of books to Rod- 
jcrick.] Here, father — some new books. 

Roderick Hekox'. 
Ah, dear Dennis, that's thoughtful — now that's 
. really thoughtful. 

Dknxis. 

Spread 'em all out on the table. 
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Roderick Heeon. 

\_Tiicliii(j the p<u-<:d. under his urni.] No, no, I 
Mou't unpack 'em here. 

Dennis. 
Yes, yes. Let her catch sight of the bright covers 
directly I carry lier into the room. 

[Denxis goes tq) ta the acuUevy-doov and 
<jii'es the fruit til Mrs. ^'EAI,E. 

Roderick IIeuon'. 

\_To himself .'] Meg! Pish! \_Th row iiu; the hooks 
oil the table.'] Really, you know ! 

\_I)i disgust, he sits reading his paper. Dennis 
wheels down a. big ann-cluiir and arranges 
it beside the table. 

Dennis. 
Just the thing ! Xot too near the fire — out of the 
draught. 

Mrs. Yeale. 

\_Iiet liming with the floviers in a jug.] Look at 
this fine yellow rose ! It's Meg's pet flower. 

Dennis. 

Ha, ha ! of course it is. [ Turning the jug.] We'll 

turn it this way, mother, so that, when she sits here, 

the big yellow chap stares her in the face. There ! 

[_ire opens the p>arcel of books ; he and ^[rs. 

Veale arrange them aboiit the table.] 

Mrs. Veale. 
How splendid ! \_EQcnmining thehooks.] Dennis. 

Dennis. 
Eh? 
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Mrs. Veale. 
There's no pictures in 'em! 
Dennis. 
Don't you think — Meg will — care for 'em — with- 
out ? 

Why, Dennis, you know lier tnste in reading hy 
tliis time. 

Dennis. 
I — I quite forgot. 

Mrs. Teale. 
Xever mind ! Come and set out that fruit. 

\_They'g<j toijctli(:r into the scullery. 
Roderick Heron. 
The soot is falling here ; I am half smothered, you 
know. Phew! \_ire rises, and crosses to the table.'] 
Ugh ! I had better rejoice with the rest of 'em. 
\_8inMiig into the arm-chair comfortably.'] 'Nqw, I 
suppose, to a girl of her class these domestic events 
are as bank-holidays to a common young man. But 
confound her and her baby ! 

[_JHe selects the yellow rose from the bouquet 
and fastens it in his roaf. Mrs. Yeale 
comes to the table tcith the fruit in <i 
dish. D'Esyiifi picks up the hassock and 
places it on. the floor by the arm-chair ; 
KoDERiriv puts his feet on it. Dennis 
and Mrs. Veale stare at Roderick 
hlanldy. 

Roderick Heron. 
[ Gaily, pointing to the rose in h is coat.] You see ! 
You see ! 
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Dennis. 
Why, father, you ! 

Roderick Heeon. 
Dear Dennis, I decorate in honour of the occasion. 

[Dennis idill's aayiij. 

Mi:k. Yeale. 
\_FoUows him sympatlicticdlli/.] Don't he down, 
Dennis! Cheer up! He's a well-meaning gentle- 
man, your father. 

RODEKICK Hekon. 
XToliliKj some (jrapKS from the dish and jii aiirJu/iy 
them. r(,m'plucentijj.'\ Towards all these pretty family 
celebrations I am really sympathetic — quite sympa- 
thetic, you know. 

Mrs. A'eale. 

Dennis, my dear, don't you think this is a capital 
opportunity to — let him know? 

Dennis. 
\_In (I whisper.] To tell him ? 

Mes. Veale. 
About the future — now. 

[Dennis, tak'nuj an, auctioneer'' s catalogue 
from his pochet, advances to Rodeeick. 

Dennis. 
Father, there's some important news T want to 
break to you. \_Givin{/ him the catalogue.] Perhaps 
you'd better glance over that. 

Roderick Heeon. 
Certainly, dear Dennis, certainly. 
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Dbxxis. 
I've kept it from you till the matter was quite 
settled ; there's no good, that I can see, in arguing 
about what's got to be. 

Roderick IIeuox. 
Good gracious. \_Iieadiug t.ha (Mtftl<j(jHe.'\ Without 
any reserve! Saturday the 11th! Messrs. CHiepmell 
have instructions to dispose of — Horses, carts, car- 
riages — general stock of a Livery Stable ! Propri- 
etor leaving England ! On view after Wednesday ! 
[To Denxis.] You really don't suggest that tliis 
refers to your, I may say oar, business ? 

Dexxis. 
Yes, father, I do. 

Roderick IIeeox. 
Proprietor leaving — no, dear Dennis, no ! 

Dennis. 
Proprietor leaving England. It might have said 
that he hopes to do it in a week's time, and that he's 
going to the shipping-agent this very day. 

Roderick Heeox 
Proprietor leaving Eng 'i Alone. 

Denms. 
Alone ! \_Zuj/inij his hand mi Mrs. Ykalk's slioidjcr 
— she looking \ip^ at him A-ind/i/.l Alone — no. Mr. 
and Mrs. Veale go with me. jMeg— my wife— and 
our little girl go with me. Please, heaven, health 
and good fortune go with us all! 
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RODEKICK IIeEOX. 

\_TaJchi(/ up ail important jiosition before tliefire.'] 
Really, Dennis, I am almost ashamed that such a 
(luestion should arise — nay, that it should lie abso- 
lutely vital — but what arrrangements do you propose 
with refei'ence to myself, you know':* 

Dennis. 
"Well, we are willing you should share the rough 
and smooth with us. 

RODEEU K IIeKOX. 

The rough ! 

Dexms. 
I'm content to work for you as I do now, father, 
and those about me will do their liest to make you 
liappy. 

Mrs. ^'E.VT.^■:. 
Yes, that we will ! 

Roderick IIerox. 
[ W<(riii</ Jier auHij/.] One moment, ]Mrs. Yeale — 
please, please ! This is purely a private matter 
[Mes. Vkalk t/i>i's to the irhidoir. ,S>iIl-iJij to Dex- 
xis.j "Where the devil are we going? 

Dexxis. 
A good friend — Mr. Ericson — a rich American, 
Avlio's had dealing's Avith me and taken a liking to me. 
owns a large cattle-farm out in Xebraska. 

RODEEICK IIeKOX. 

Great powers, cattle ! 
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Dennis. 
And he has an idea that I'm the man to manage 
it. By Jove, I'm the man to try ! 

RoDEEKJK Heron. 
Nebraska ! I demand to know what has induced 
you to commit yourself to — to — to this most inconve- 
nient scheme ! 

Dennis. 
I'll tell you. The chance of some day finding my- 
self able to restore ease and comfort to the two old 
people we ruined by our coming amongst 'em. The 
prospect of taking my wife out of the drudgery and 
meanness of this sort of life, and seeing the colour 
come back to her face and the strength to her poor 
little body ! And the hope of watching our child 
grow up to be a woman among sturdy, independent 
people who won't let her feel ashamed of a rough, 
grey-haired father ! If it all comes to pass, why — I 

— why Ah, if it only comes to pass ! 

\_TIc hreahs doirn a little and sits hu»i)irf his 
head uj)onhis hand. 

Mrs. Yea i.e. 
\_Coming to him and toitcliiny his shoiddt'r, sooth- 
ingly.'] Dennis ! 

Roderick Heeox. 
[ To hi niself o-eftvcti (•("! I/']. After all, there are i/entlf- 
tvt'ii. farmers! And it may move Camilla to a sense 
of duty. [ To Dennis.] I began to feel sympathetic 
towards this scheme, dear Dennis — quite sympathetic, 
you know. 

[Amelia, carri/infj the hidtg, is seen diseendinij 
the aeeii-.'<feps qiiick/i/, /oNoweJ bg .John. 
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Amelia. 
lOiit.u'de cvcited/i/.] Oh, m'ra! Oh, ni'm ! If you 
please, rn'm. 

Mrs. Yeale. 
Why, here's 'Melia back! and father! [iS/ie ht/rn'r.<! 
fii the door (i/id a J/Jiits Amei,ja a/id'VjiA'LU.^ (Tracious, 
'Meha ! whatever has happened V 

Amelia. 
, \_Breathlessly.] Oh, in'in, if you'd 'old baby till I git 
my breath! \^Comiii<j duivii.'] We 'ave 'erried along, 
uie and Mr. A'eale. 

Mits. \'eale. 
\_Taking the babij.] Sit down a minute, 'ilelia. 
Father, what is it ? 

'Melia '11 tell you, 'Etty, my dear. I'm reether 
blown, mother. 

Amelia siiiJis into n chair witJiIier hand to 
her heart. 

Amelia. 
Me and Mr. A^eale, m'm, went straight up Little 
Cowper Street, bein' the nearest way to the Park 
gate, and along Peel Row, and no one could a' been 
carefuller o' cabs and busses than me, 'oldin' baby 
in one arm as I did and leadin' ]Mr. Veale by the 
other 'and, my jacket not being one to place confidence 
in. 

Mks. Veale. 
Well, 'Melia ? 

Amelia. 
Well, m'm, jest as we was crossin' of Great George 
Street, bein' wishful to shift baby from my lef ' to my 
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right, I let go Mr. Ve;ile and T see 'im stragglin' 
across the road for all the world as if he was goin' 
under a milk-cart. 

Mrs. Veale. 
Father ! 

A.MELIA. 

S( 1 I gives a shriek and calls out, " ^Fr. Veale ! 
come to 'Melia ! Mr. A'eale ! " and at tliat very 
moment a lady and gentleman walks straij^ht out 
of a 'ouse in George Street, and the lady lays 
'old o' me and says, " Did you say ]Mr. 'S'eale, 
child '? " and not bein' A^ishful to tell a untruth I 
owned it. 

5Ius. Veale. 

A lady and gentleman ! 

Ajeelia. 
Yes, m'm, a old gentleman M'ith as nice a way with 
'im as I'm wishful to see, and a young lady \\'itli 
sech eyes and 'air and teeth. And I i-eckernised 
her, m'm — ah, I reckernised her the minute I see 
her! 

Mus. Vkali;. 
You recognised her, 'Melia ! 

^Vmei.ia. 
Yes, m'm — the young lady who came one day along 
of others to the Ridin' Academy. 

]\[l!S. "N'eale. 
Why, Dennis ! 

RoDEEU'K ITeiu>x. 
Really, you know, this is very interesting! Den- 
nis! [Dennis C(/./v/.s his back upon the group and 
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^rallis sloirh/ fiicaij, then utands, 'tolth his head bowed 
listen! ii</.'\ Go on, my good, girl, go on! 

Ajcelia. 
"Well, m'm, and when the young lady found out 
who Mr. Veale was she gives a sharp look at baby 
and she says, says she, " Tell me this child's name," 
she says, " quick ! " " She ain't christened yet," I 
says, " her mother 'avin been at death's door ; but 
it will be — if we all live — " I says " It will be Mar- 
garet." Xwl then she looks at me in a sort o' startled 
way and says, " Margaret — Heron ?" she says. And 
I jest nodded. And, oh, m'm, it Avas sweet the way 
she be'aved towards baby. 

RoDKiiKK Heeon. 
Why, Avhy, why, why ? 

Amelia. 
She jest lifts baby's veil, m'm, as careful as if the 
child was made o' gold, and she looks in its face and 
stares at it without seemin' to breathe. And then I 
see a big tear creepin' down her cheek, and she 
brushed it away with her 'and, but another come to 
quick for her and fell on baby's robe. And then 
she turned away and whispered to the old gentle- 
man, and he gives her a gold pencil and a leaf out 
of his pocket-book, and she writes on it ; and I see 
her 'and all shakin' and tremblin', m'm, as she 
pinned the paper on to baby's frock — 'jest 'ere. 
Look m'm ! 

[Amelia turns back tlie bubi/s ruhe, sJio'ii-hi;, 
a scrap of paper pimiedto the frock. 

]\Irs. Veale. 
\IjOoking round towards Dennis.] Dennis. 
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Roderick Heeox. 
[ Gaihj.']. Dennis, my dear boy ! Dexxis coming 
slowly down and, bending oiu'i- the baby, reads in <i. 
low voice.2 " The child carries this message to its 
mother asking her not to refuse to see Camilla 
Brent." 

\_There is a, knMcl- at the door. Amelia 
opens it, and SirRkjhaed Philliteb 
is seen on the thresJiold. 

SlE RiCHAED. 

The person living on tlie floor above has been good 
enough to admit me. Mr. Dennis Heron ? 

Mes. Veale. 
Come in, sir — do, pray. 

SlE RiCHAED. 

Thank you. \_Advancing to Denxis and taking 
his handv-armly.~\ My dear Dennis, how do you do ? 

Dennis. 
Sir Richard. 

RoDEEicK Heron. 
Novvr, this is really a delightful visit — a gratifying 
visit you know. 

[Dexxis makes nnty for Roderick who ad- 
vances to Philliter bi/f the latter boirs 
stiffly and does not aecejit Roderu-k's 
hand. 

Sll{ RiCIIARP. 

\_Tiirnin.(i to the jliai^evs on. the t(dile.'\ Dennis, 
what bright and cheerful flowers. 
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RODBEICK HeeON. 

Quite so. 

Mes. Vbalb. 
l_In a whisper.'] John ! 'Melia ! 

[Mes. Veale carri/ing the haby, withdraws 
quietly, follovjed by Amelia and Veale. 

RODEETCK HeeOX. 

Dear Dennis, pray entertain Sir Richard while I 
smoke my cigarette in the — all — in the little front 
garden. This is really a memorable meeting, you 
know. \_As he goes out.'] Where the devil is Cam- 
illa? 

\_He goes Into the area 'trJiere he is seen walk- 
ing to and fro, smoking. 

SlE RiCHARn. 

Well, Dennis, my dear fellow ! " Confound him ! " 
you're saying to yourself, "what's he doing here? " 

Dennis. 
No, no — indeed. 

SiE. Richaed. 

How well you're looking ! I ought to tell you — 
Camilla returned suddenly to England, for a few 
hours, last night and, finding I was free, sent me a 
line begging me to escort her to her lawyers this 
morning, and as we were leaving Maule & Crad- 
dook's we fell upon your little maid and the baby, 
and heard of your wife's grave illness. All right 
now, eh? 

Dennis. 

Yes, thank God ! 
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Sir Richaed. 

Good — good. But you know what women are. 
Directly Camilla leurnt the facts she said to me, 
" Kichard — " I've taught her to call me J lichard, at 
last — " Richard, I know that Dennis has grown away 
from his old friends and companions, and that he 
and I have hecome strangers ; hut his wife has been 
lying at the point of death, and I must — I must 
nurse that baby ! " [Denxis ti(rn.<i aliglitly (ivmy 
from Phii.liter.] And this accounts for my shame- 
less intrusion. 

Dexxis. 
And — where — is Camilla — now ? 

SiK RirnAri). 
Camilla ? Oh, Camilla is upstairs, Avith Mrs. 
Heron. 

Dex'xis. 
She is — very good. She was — always — very good. 
\_ITe stands lookin;/ into the firi'. 
Sir Richard. 
[To himself, eyeirifi Dexxis.J There are different 
kinds of heroes ; the hero who bangs a drum, or 
waves a flag, or spouts, or bullies, or prays to ftod, 
with a newspaper reporter at his back — and there's 
another sort. This man is of the other sort. 
Camilla enters noisclessh/, (■(irrijlny thehahy Jirested 
(fits bonnet and rohe. 

Camilla. 

\_Softhi^ Dennis. [Dexxis turns and advances to- 
wards her lookin// doxvi upon the h<d>y.'\ Hush ! 

\_Goi,ng doipn on her kio'ss she places the 
baby in its cradle. The tico men watch 
her. 
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Sir RiriiAED. 

[7/i iin 'im(7er/0Ji'\ Jai/inr/ his luiiid cii. Dennis's 
iii-in.'\ Bless me! Dennis, I've seen her, a little 
idiild, playing with her doll — like that. 

[Roderick loolis hi at tin: in'/n/inr, t/ie/i 
/instill/ enters. 

RoDKKicK Heron. 
My dear niece ! 

[Camij.la rises qiiicMi/ uiiil confronts liiin 
with an iiltered meinner. 

Cajfilt.a. 
Uncle ! 

Roderick IIkrox. 
Xow this is an affecting family reunion — it really 
is! 

Camilla. 
Uncle Roderick, I am here to see Dennis, and his 
wife and child. It may be years before they and I 
meet again — we may never meet again. But, for all 
that, I will go out of this house without another 
word if you do not leave this room at once. 

Roderick Heron. 
I think I understand, Camilla. I am the victim 
of tale-bearing, of false report. I had hoped, you 
know, for a general exchange of toleration and for- 
giveness — but I am mistaken. \_Loft.ily.'\ I am 

mistaken in you, my sister's child Ah ! And I 

am mistaken, I regret to find, in Dennis. It's a 
terrible shock — really a terrible shock — to me to 
realise that in every action of his life, in the selec- 
tion of his associates, m the choice of a career, my 
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son has been actuated solely by considerations of 
self. \_0peni7i.g the dii<ir.~\ 1 shall remain upstairs 
— the front room on the second floor, you know. 

\_Iie goes out. 
Camilla. 
[ Gently, to Denxis.J Never mind. She is ready 
— fetch her. Dennis nods to C'ajiilla (hkI .sih-iitji/ 
ijoetf out. A.f he disappears, Q,x^u\.\^xpHts her hmid- 
l-errhief to her eges.'] Oh, dear! oh, dear! IIow 
poor the}' are ! How poor they are ! 

Sir Richard. 
Don't, Camilla, pray don't ! 

Camilla. 
Richard. 

Sir I^khard. 
3[y dear? 

Camilla. 
[ WitJi little Kt I fed soils.] You — you — do-n't think 
I've wronged — Uncle Roderick, do you '? 

Sir Richard. 
Wronged him ! 

Camilla. 
I'm not clever at analysing character. Richard, 
do you believe Uncle Roclericlc l^n<m:i he's so shock- 
ingly wicked? 

Sir Richard. 
No. 

Camilla. 
Oh ! then what have I done ? 
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Sir Richaed. 
No, I don't think he knows he's a scoundrel — but 
I imagine he half suspects it. 

C'AiiirxA. 
^Vh, thank you. Richard, poor Dennis is leaving 
England, to farm, in America. 

Sir Richard. 
Bless me ! By himself ? 

Camilla. 
ISTo — with everybody belonging to him. They're 
enough to found a colony. 

Sir Richard. 
Yes — they might start the jail with Roderick. 

Camilla. 
]Mrs. Heron tells me that Dennis is going to the 
shipping-agent to-day. Richard, do something for 
me. 

Sir Richard. 
My dear child. 

Camilla. 
Make some excuse for taking him there at once, 
find out the name of the vessel, and then we'll enter 
into an underhand arrangement . with the agent for 
their comfort — shall we ? 

Sir Richard. 
Even for Roderick's comfort ? 

Camilla. 

Yes. Even — Uncle — Roderick. 
10 
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Sir Richard. 
jVh, bless yon, Lady Bountiful ! 

Margaret. 
\_Oiitxidf, cdlliiir/ ■■iofth/.'] Miss Brent! Miss Brent! 

Camilla. 
That's Mrs. Heron. \_Slii' riiim t<i the door and 
tliroicK it ojieii.~\ Mrs. Heron. 

[VliALK I'literfi, Iddlitif/ hcliiiid hiiii.'^ 
Vkale. 
[ Wltli feeJiJe f/aiet.y.'\ jMeg- coming flown — seems 
like old times — afore the bankruptcy ! 

[De.vxis eiiti'i-.f cdrrf/iiH/ Margaret ic]io hii>l<i< p(de 
and, frdfjih'. lie putif lii^r in the arrii-cliijii\ and 
((rruages the Jidssdck and hIkivI, vhile ]Me. and 
Mrs. Veai.e luol- <in.'\ 

^Margaret. 
[tSmdiin/.] .Vh ^liss Iirent, ain't I silly not to 
run down stairs? \_Sei_-!ii</ the fdin-rs.'] Oh! [A'/ze 
jja.tKe.-i lii'r hand orer tlie hldsudiiiit t/iex jdckn up fine 
of the />d<i/,'.i, hxdxiiuj dp into his fuec 'Ji'<itefudi./.'\ 
Dennis ! 

Camilla. 

\_Advaiiriiifi ii-ith Piiit.liter.] Mrs. Heron, this is 
my friend, Sir Hichard Philliter. 

Mai;<;aret. 
[Ti>nid!i/.] How do yon do, sir? 

Sir liiciiARn. 
[Tfd-iiie/ Margarkt's hmid.} Mrs. Heron, there is 
no one apart from your own family, more rejoiced 
to see you recovered. And such a fine hoy ! 
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Camilla. 
\_Qu'!etly to him.] Girl. 

Sir Rk hard. 
Girl. \_A little Jiscoiicfrti-d.'] Ah! 

[//e goL'fi to Dennis. 
Mrs. Veale. 
[T'o Margaret.] Father and me won't lie long 
doing our shopi^ing, Meg. Come along, John. 

Teale. 
Seems like old times— afore the 

]\fi;s. Veale. 
Hush, father ! Here's jour hat. 

[■John aiid 3Ius. Veale go out and ascend 
the (ireii steps. 

Camilla. 
\_Qt(Ieth/ to PniLLiTER.J Now! 

Sir Rif'HARD. 
Dennis, I know you've some business out of doors. 
I think we can be spared for a little while. My cab's 
outside. 

Camilla. 

\^Remoinng her hat.'] Go, go, go — I'll take care of 
Mrs. Heron. 

Dennis. 
Meg? 

Margaret. 

\^Softly to him.] I Avant to speak to I\[iss Brent 
with nobody by. Go to the shipping-offlee, and And 
out — the day. 
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Dennis. 
It's a long voyage for you, Meg. 

Margaeet. 
T']ii ready. 

Dennis. 
"With hope — ah, but Avith uncertahity at the end 
of it. 

Margaret. 

I'm ready. 

[Dknnis lint? Phili.iteu i/o nut foi/etJier. 
31argaret turns, mill n-ntfliix their iji'imj. 

Camilla. 
How courageous of those two men to leave us 
together. Three wicked gossips ! \_]^liic!iii/ lu-r cJmir 
hi/ Margaret.] You, I, [loukhnj tm/ynrls tin; i-r(iilh-'\ 
and that little magpie in her nest. 

Margaret. 

\In a lov) roice.] 3Iiss Brent. 

Camilla. 
Yes? 

Margaret. 

Sick folks are always humoured and spoilt. "Will 
you stand over there, away from me, and let me look 
at you well ? 

Camilla. 

Of course I will. Here V 

^[argaret. 
There. \_Lool-iiuj eaijerly at Camilla.] I'm going 
to stare at you, to take you into my memory — your 
face, your dress, your ways — may 1 ? 



LAVT BOUNTIFUL. 149 

Camilla. 
Certainly. 

\_^ifter (J little ?(■/(//? M.vEGAEET lool's av;aij, 
jpassirifj her hand over her eyes vnth a 
sigh. 

Makgaket. 
Ah! 

Camilla. 
Well ? 

Maegaeet. 
Do you wonder why I'm trying to get you by 
heart V 

Camilla. 
To remember me kindly ? 

Makgaeet. 
Ah, yes — yes. I'll tell you. Miss Brent ! 

Camilla. 
[iSftti/i(/ beside her.] Hush ! What's the matter? 

Makgaeet. 
jMiss Brent, I know — I've known for ever so long 
— that you and Dennis loved each other. [Camilla 
■shrhiks/rii/// her.] Don't go away from me. I'm not 
jealous any longer. 

Cajiilla. 
.Jealous ! 

Makgaeet. 
Perhaps if I'd known you always as I do now I 
might have been spai'ed the agony of that sort o' feel- 
ing. For, oil, it was strong on me at first! It was 
bitter t( i me at first ! 
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Cajiilla. 
T — I mustn't deny it. It is true, Dennis and T were 
H ttai •hec. to euoli other once, in a strange kind of way. 
Who — who told you V 

MaI4<JAKET. 

3[r. lioderick Heron told me. 

Camilla. 
\_'\VitJh tndl<jnat!oii.'\ ]Mr Heron! 

^Maiicaret. 

It was one day, Avhen the crash first came at liome, 
and I reproached Mr. Heron with what he'd done for 
us — and he turned on me and let me have the 
truth. 

Camilla. 

And what was his notion of the truth ? 

MAliGAKKT. 

\_I-Ter liiiinh chi.^ped., Ktarliii) Htni'ujht before her.'\ 
That Dennis missed his chance with y«uand^<iV/Yv? 
rue lip out of pitij. 

Camilla. 
Oh! 

[Camilla ix tihoiit to rise — Makuaket stui/s 
her. 

MAlidAltET. 

It was the truth ! Si ii uelu i\v I knew it was the truth ! 
He mi^lit a' told me in softer words, or only half told 
me — but there it was. Miss Brent, and it came home 
to me as if I had been caught by the throat and horse- 
whipped I 
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Camilla. 
Oh, don't speak like that ! 

MAltaAEET. 

P2very kind feeling in me was torn by it and set 
bleeding. I hated tlie thought of you ! 1 hated the 
sight of him — myliusband ! It brought out o' me all 
the bad qualities that common people have, and I 
hated myself worst of all ! 

Camilla. 
Why didn't you ask Dennis to tell you his story : 

Mabgaket. 
Oh, he told it me. But what did it seem to me — a 
jealous, ignorant young wife ? I saw it all so clear, 
I could a' made a tale out of it ! 1 saw him leaving 
your flue house after a lovers' tiff ; I saw how ha 
came to console himself with jue, just the sort o" 
poor thing to deaden a man's trouble for a time! 
And I saw why you'd left England before our wed- 
ding ! 

CAiriLLA. 

\_F<iiHtJij.] What do you mean? 

]\lAU(iARET 

It was because you still loved him and wanted to 
drive him out of your head ! 

[Camilla /■/.ye.s — Maiicaket risen u:lth her. 
Cajiii.la. 
[ With, (I <:ri/ iifdistres.t. ] Ah ! 

]\rAK(;ARET. 

And do you know, do you know what I did when 
all this came on me ? 
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Camilla. 
\_Appe((li)i;/hi.] Be silent! yon are ill ! 

Mauc;aeet. 
I prayed that in some foreign place yon'd fall sick, 
of a fever, and waste under it, tliat you'd live — live 
to meet my husband again in England, sh(i«iiig him 
a [ilain, altered face to compare M'ith my rosy cheeks 
and bright eyes! I prayed f/K(t — (tocI forgive mc 
for it ! — and now, look at me ! All, if I could liavo 
seen myself as I was to be, Miss Brent ! If I could 
only have seen myself as I was to Ije ! 

[Camilla tuA'an Jicr in ]u:r itniit^. 

CvMlLLA. 

Hush! hush! ]Mrs. Heron, 3Irs. Heron! You're 
all right with me now, aren't you — you're all I'ight 
with me now ? 

MAK(iAKET. 

Yes, yes. It's all done with no«'. 

[Camilla ^^toce.f /;fr (cinhji-Ji/ in tin: rluiiruinl 
kneels hij her si<l<-. 

Camilla. 
That's right— that's right. 

Mauoaket. 
Ah, but you don't know what a cruel wife I've 
been to him. 

CAillLLA. 

Because of me / Not because of me / 

;\[ar<;aret. 
Yes, I couldn't help it. The thought of you — you, 
a lady, so much higher than me — used to send me 
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crazy ; and for months, while he was struggluig hard 
to keep a roof over us, and when I should a' been 
cheering and consoling him, I never opened my 
mouth but to torture him with a taunt or a sneer. 

Camilla. 
Oh ! Tell me again it's different now ! It's 
different now, isn't it V 

Makgabet. 
Oh, yes, Miss Brent, it's different now. 

Camilla. 
I — I'm so glad. I am — so glad ! 

jMaegaket. 

Slowly enough, the horrible jealousy seemed to 
burn itself out \_puttiiuj her hand to her hosom^ here. 
It's liis love that's made me a better woman. He's 
been so good to me. Miss Brent — my husband's been 
so good to me ! 

Camilla. 

Ah, yes. 

Margaret. 

Always patient — always tender — seeming not to 
hear when I've blurted out ignorant things, instead 
of wincing under 'ei-n — always remembering me in a 
hundred small ways as if he'd been born to it. And 
as I've lj"en lying upstairs, through long days and 
longniglits, thinking, and thinking, and thinking, 
I've come to know him better and to love him truly. 

Camilla. 
Ah, heaven bless you both! Heaven bless and 
prosper you both ! 
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]\Iai;(;.\ket. 
And now, Miss Brent, there's something I want to 
put on paper and give into your hands before I start 
on this voyage. 

Camilla. 
Into my hands V 

3Iaegaket. 
I've got it l)y heart. It's come tome, bit by bit 
at odd times ; and [meant to send it to you someliow 
before I sailed, never expecting the strange luck f)f 
knowing you to talk to. \_Lookivg tova r<In tJie hurea.u.~\ 
I'll get my blotting-book and pen and mk. 

Camilla. 
No, no — let me bring them to you. [ Going to the 
bureau.'] Are they here 'i 



Yes. 



Maegaket. 

[Camilla njie/is t//e Vid of the hiirviiji (ind 
tiikea (}i(t II aiiKilI iiikvt(ni(f ami hlottini/- 
hook. WIdhi Camilla's bark h tainted, 
Margaret /-/.st.s, and stinnls tookiiiij ih>v:n 
upon the criidlr thou ylit fid] ij. 

Camill.x. 

[Placing the irritlng materially iijitm the table, see- 
ing Margaret.] Mrs. Heron! [Going ijnicklg to 
3Iargaret and looking into her face.] Mrs. Heron! 

MAltciAKUT. 

\_In a loii\ av>ed roice.] Miss Brent, the idea's come 
to me lately that p'rhaps it isn't meant for me to 
get well and strong again. 
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Camilla. 
Oh, hush ! What makes you say that ? 

Maegaeet. 

\_Beii.dui(/ toirards t/ie rriidl<^.'\ It's my baby that 
tells me so. I seeui to have given all the life I had 
to my little child. 

Camilla. 

\_In a 'whin^jer.] N"o, no ! 

Maegaeet. 
I dread to frighten mother and Dennis — but often, 
when my weary fits are on me, I drop into a sort of 
sleep that isn't like sleep. And it makes me think 
that one day they'll come to wake me, and that 
they'll find the sleep too heavy, and know they're 
not to hear me laugh, nor scold, nor see me running- 
about the house any more. 

Camilla. 
, These are the sad fancies of a young mother, 
dear Mrs. Heron. 

M AEG ABET. 

P'rhaps — p'rhaps — but still I'm going to give you 
this letter I've thought of. 

Camilla. 
A letter ? 

Mabgaeet. 
Sealed up — addressed to Dennis. 

Camilla. 
Dennis ? 
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Mar(;aeet. 
Yes. Because if it should so happen I'm taken 
away from him, and lie wanders back to England 
some day without me, likely enough you and he'll 
meet and chat over old times and old faces. 

Camilla. 
But it won't happen ! 

I\Iak(;ai!et. 
Well, just take this letter and keep it by you — 
it's only a kind word that I dearly want to reach 
him through you — and, if what I say should come 
to pass, give it Dennis with your own hands. 
Promise ! 

C'AjnLLA. 

When Dennis conies back he'll bring you with 
him, with all the roses in your cheeks again ! 

M.U!(;AI!li]-. 

P'rhaps — Vmt jiromise Avhat I ask. I'll go away 
the happier for it. Promise. 

t'AJIILl.A. 

Yes, yes, I'll promise. But, ^Nlrs. Heron 



]Mae(.;ai!et. 
Thank ymi. Ill Avrite it. 

[_S/ii' .v/V.s' ill the (iriii-chair (imj, opening the 
bJ<>ttt)i(/-hi>o]t\ finds ii .i/tei't of p((per and 
writen. At flic SKnic moment Dennis 
<(nd Philliteu are si'en- co)ninrj ihni-n 
the ((ren-xfejif! tidldn(/.~\ 
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Camilla. 

Sir "Richard and Dennis have cnine back! 

Mauoaret. 
Keep 'em away till I've written this. Just a 
moment — please, Miss Brent ! 

[Camilla ^oe« to the iriiidoii^ a ml opens It. 

Camilla. 
[ IVipiiii/ the tears from ]ier ei/ct — iclfli ({ssiimed 
hrujlitm'ss.'] "Richard — Dennis — come and talk to me 
hei'e. I forbid your coming in. 

Sir Ivicil^rd. 
"Why, what have we done, pray ? 

Camilla. 
Sullied your considerate act of going away by re- 
turning a little too soon. Mrs. Heron is writing some- 
thing — for me — and I won't have her disturbed till 
it's finished. 

Dexxis. 
\Af7ra)ieiiif/ to the irim7oir — tooki/i// if at ^M.vrgatjet 
fo7i(7Jjj.'] By'jove, she looks like her old self agaiu, 
as she sits there ! 

Camilla. 
Take care of her, Dennis. 

Dexxis. 
Take care of her ! Yes. "VVhy, it puts life into a 
fellow — only just to see her sitting there. And Dr. 
Mordaunt says the voyage will work wonders. 
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Camilla. 
Of course — of course. Have you been to the 
sliipping-agenf:' 

SikRkhard. 
res. 

Camilla. 
All ! when is it to be ? 

Devxis. 
Thursday, the 16tli — from Liverpool. 

Cajiilla. 
I sha'n't forget it. T shall think of you all, from 
among the pines, in my dull little chalet in Switzer- 
land. Tell me the name of the shij). 



The " Orion.'' 
The " Orion." 

Amen ! 
Amen ! 



Dexxis. 

Cajiilla. 
Bless the " Orion ! 

Sm Richard. 
Dexxis. 



Camilla. 

There ! I'm forgetting the open Avindow. I'll 
come out to you. \_Closing the iriixjo/r mul f/o!ii</ to 
the door.'] Call me, Mrs. Heron. 

^Shfjoinn the iiromen out.iide. 
[Margaret fiiinhfn her letter carefnlh/, then 
looks over her shouhler to (/.•<Kiire herself 
that she is cdone and reads it. 
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Maroahet. 
" Dennis. Something tells me that — if — you — 
lose me — you and Miss Camilla Brent will meet 
again, and marry. She's the lady whose place I 
took — and it's only natural — and I've taught myself 
to think of it without feeling wretched. So I Avant 
you to be sure that no shadow of mine comes be- 
tween you — and that — I wish it." That's all — that's 
all. \_She enrloai'ts the letter hi nil eiii'eldpe {iiid neii/.i 
a lul addresses ■it.'] "j\[r. — Dennis — Heron. With — ■ 
my — lOA^e." [ Going to the 'inndow and tnppiinj at it.] 
Miss Brent — Dennis ! 

[Camilla, Philliter, und Dexxis enter.] 

Dexms. 

\_To Maegaret.J Beginning to run before you've 
learnt to A\alk. I'll tell Dr. Mordaunt. 

^Margaret. 
Ah, no tales, and I won't disobey again ! 

[Dennis arranges the chair in its former posi- 
tion. As he does so Margaret siips her 
letter info Camilla's hand. 

Dexxis. 
Meg, dear. \_Places the shaiol aroinid her.] 

Margaret. 
Is it settled ':' 

Dennis. 
A week from to-morrow. 

Margaret. 
I am ready. \_He puts her in the arm-chair.] 
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Sir Richard. 

And now, as INFrs. Heron looks fatigued it is vei-y 
liu'ky that I have to run away with .Miss IJieiii. 
Slie has a niglit journey before lier, to Paris. Ca- 
milla, ^Vunt Anne is pacing the room impatiently at 
tlie hotel. 

Camill.v. 

Yes — I'm forgetting. 

Sir r{i('iiARD. 
]\!y dear ]\[rs. Heron, please remember an old 
friend of your husband's. 

Margaret. 
[7'i/iii<7/i/.] Good-bye, sir. 

Sir Riohard. 
I know I shall hear frequently of your health, 
your happiness, and your welfare in the bright, new 
country you have chosen. [7\/r/ii/ii/ to Dennis, 
/leartUy.'] Dennis. 

('amilla. 
[ To Margaret.] I shall write to you from Paris, 
to-morrow. Think of me always, and I'll think 
much of you. 

Margaret. 

Ah, indeed I will. 

Camilla. 
Yes — but whom will you think of ? 

^Margaret. 
Miss Brent. 
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Camilla . 
Miss Brent is my aunt. Try again — Meg. 

Maegaeet. 
Camilla. 

Camilla. 
That's right. [The two women kiss silently. 

SiE Richard. 
Camilla, my dear. 

Camilla. 

Yes, yes. 

[Maegaeet is sitting in deep thought. 
With a quick movement^ Camii,la, nn- 
observed, takes a simple necklace from 
her throat and drops it into the cradle. 

Cajftlla. 

[^Hurriedly.] Xo, no, we'll not take Dennis from 
Margaret. Follow me, Kichard ! No farewells ! 

[A'Ae goes guicMy out without looking 
hack. 

SlE RiCHAED. 

\_FollO'wing fier, cheerily.] Ha, ha! We always 
humour her. Xo farewells, my dear Dennis, no fare- 
wells ! 

[Camilla and Sie Richard ascend the steps, 
and di><aj)p>ea r . 

Dennis. 
[ Watching their going from the irindov\ then com- 
ing dmrn to Maegaeet.] They wouldn't let me take 
'em to the door — they've run up the steps. 
11 
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^Farcarkt. 
Fancy, Dennis ! A gentleman and a lady g'oin}y 
up our poor steps ! Tliat's like the fairies who al- 
ways i^refer the chimney. Dennis. 

Dnixxis. 
Yes MegV [//<' .s/7.v hcsiile her. 

3IARGARET. 

I've made friends with her now, and talked to her. 
She's a good woman. 

Dennis. 
Yes — she's a good woman. 

Margaret. 
And, Dennis dear, I — I've told her. 

' Dennis. 
Told her ? 

MARftARET. 

About my jealousy, and how I once hated her 
because she'd been your sweetheart. 

Dennis. 

There was no need, dear one — there was no need. 

Margaret. 
Ah, but there was — because I'm so much easier 
for it now. She's kissed me, and let me call her 
Camilla. Camilla. I wonder whether — our child — 
will ever learn — to love her. 

Dennis. 
Why, you shall teach the little one to do that, if 
you like, JMeg. 
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Margaret. 
\_Lciin!.ii(/ bach witli a sorrowful sigh.'\ Ah! 

Dennis. 
"^'ou're very tired. I must carry you upstairs 
ii.^'iiin. 

Margaret. 
Ah, not yet; it's like sending me back to prison. 
Keej) me here a Uttle longer. 

Dexnis. 
But what will Dr. Mordaunt say ? 

Margaret. 
He won't mind — will he — if ^^-e pay his bill before 
we leave. 

Denxis. 
[^Z,(iag]iing.'\ Ha, ha ! 

Margaret. 
Ah, now I've made you laugh I know I'll have my 
own way. Go and smoke your pipe while I shut my 
eyes and rest. 

\_He rises and arranges the shawl about her 
sJioiilders. 

Denxis. 

[^Softly.] That's a good Meg — a very good Meg ! 
\_Pilling Ms pipe he bends over the cradle. Marg-aret 
opjens her eyes watching him.'\ 

Margaret. 
Dennis. 

Dennis. 
Yes, Meg ! 
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JNIaegaret. 

\_I>rcl<iii!iiy to him iritli ii motion of lier head.'\ 
Here ! \_IIe goeti to /h^i- (did stiaidx looking dou-n •upon 
lipr.'\ Dennis dear, suppose — I — never — get well 'i 

Denxis. 
[ Viidcr /)i/i hr('iit}i.'\ 3reg dear ! 

3rAEGART';T. 

Suppose, when we reach jXiuerica, you don't see 
me bustling about our new lionie; but, instead o' 
that, you watch my step getting a little slower every 
day, and hear my voice growing a little quieter, until 

— at last — at last '. \_IIe siukx into <i chair hemdi' 

Jier, lool-iiKj at licf (ipjicidiiu/li/.'] Would it be a pity, 
Dennis — would it be a jiity V 

Df.xxis. 

Oh, Meg, Meg ! 

\_I-Ie buries his head in /ris hands and creeps. 

Margaret. 
[Bending toioards him fondli/.] Ah, don't, dear, 
don't. It's cruel to frighten you. I don't want to 
leave you — indeed I don't. \_Laying her hand iip<m 
his head tenderti/.'] You've been such a good husband 
to me, dear — such a good husband. 

Dexxis. 

No, Meg, no. 

Makgaret. 

And T — I've taken the heart out of you and made 
vour life a hard one. 
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Dexxis. 

[ Taking her }\(ni<l and hendinr/ over /7.] All good 
lessons are hard, ileg, and we've had to learn ours. 

Mak(;ai;1';t. 
Oh, hut if I could only make it up to you for the 
misery I've caused you ! If I could-only make it up 
to you ! 

Dennis. 

There's nothing for you to make up, Meg. AYe 
were young jieople who didn't know each otlier. 
And now we've weathered the storm, and 'we're 
happy, my dear wife, A\e're happy. 

Makoaukt. 

Ah, poor Dennis! Kind — forgivuig Dennis! 

\_l^hc hi i/!< liiT Jieinl upon hia t<lii>ijldet\f(ir a nii>in(fnf, 

then she looks up, listenin<j.'] Is that Dr. Mordaunt? 

\_He goes to tlie irindow nnd looks out. 

Dexxis. 

Not yet. 

[TZe retui'ns to her. Site is leaning hack 
in Iter chair. 

Maijcauet. 

I'll rest now, Dennis — I won't call you any ]uore. 

Let me see you talking to the child agam ; I love 

you to do that — and p'rhaps you'll talk me to sleep. 

\_IIe goes to the cradle, Maegaeet lies v-atcliing 

kirn fondlg. 

Dexxis. 

\_In a lov rolcr, but cheerily, to the bahg.'\ 
Mother says I'm to talk to you. What shall I tell 
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you? Well, look here! You're going to a new 
country, you are — do you know that? To a fine, 
new country where your mother will soon be a. 
strong mother again. jVnd you've got to spring ui> 
into a tall, young woman — mother's companion, 
mother's right-hand ; loving me a little, but think- 
ing and believing that nothing in the world is so 
good and sweet as your mother is. Ah, you hear 
that, do you? [Jle innrcn t/n- cnnUv f/enthj.'\ What 
are you staring at ? The clock ? That'll tick for 
us in our new home tlirougli many a happy day, 
please God! \_Ji<iiKliii/ hh Iicud^ ll.'^ti'niiKj.'] Doesn't 
it tick, eh? [//; <i v^hisper, vi)inleriiii/h/.~\ How 
loudly it ticks ! \^IIe turns, lookiiKj at M.uici.vKKT. 
She i» lyiiuj in the position in 'leJiirh he left Iier hut 
witlij her eijes el(_ise<l. Ife lintens tn the rioel' iN/aiii^ 
then, risen and creeps iirer to MAiiiiAKET. J^ookinij 
into her face in a. v^hisper.'] Meg! ^leg dear ! lie 
touches her hand, irJtich lies across tlie arm of the 
cjaiir — tlie hand fdls into Jier laji. \_Jle r/oes hack a 
little, starin.ij at her, then throics himself at Iter feet 
icith a jiiteons crt/.] Meg! dont leave me like that! 
don't leave me like that ! 
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THE FOURTH ACT. 
CAMILLA GOES TO THE ALTAI;. 

The niynK' i.t tlii; iiitu'lnr <>f dii <>J'-f rimntrij churchy vitli 
plain stiiiie ii'iills (111(1 /lilhirii. Tlie ikjcv is tii'jiii- 
rattd from tJie nis/i; hi/ tlirca pill(.irs spanned bij 
arches. Tln^- chKrcli is decorated v-itli ji(n(-ers. It 
is Jette in tlie afternoon and the lii/ht is fadin(/. 
Fire (jearsliai-e passed since til e deatit of 2Iar(jaret. 

]MkS. IIddxi'TT, a little old ie(nnan, d/'essed in blac/<; 
enters and as she does so, Pkdcrift, a withered, 
l/ald-headed ol<flna/i,asce/ids the spiral stuirwhiiclt 
leads from thecrijpjt, carri/ine/ aj>ieceoffat orn<(- 
ni.ental brass 'which lie is (An..i'ioiisly rnhbing icith a 

MliS. HuDNUTT. 

I didn't know you was in the cryp', ^Ir. Pedgrift. 

Pedgkift. 

[ (Tlancine/ at her nnder his hroirs.] Uffli ! Fm alius 
at work, Mrs. Hodnutt, ma'am — alius at work. 

MUS. HoUNLTT. 

To be sure — on them brasses. 

Pkugrift. 

Aye. I've lighted on some more bits under the 

rubbidge in the Hethelbert chapel. If I were schol- 

ard enough to 'cipher the 'scriptions I could piece 

'em together. Lovely brasses ! Beautiful brasses ! 
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Mrs. Houxutt. 
Can I be of 'elp, Mr. Pedgrift? 

Pedgrift. 
\_,S]lpj,iiii/ the brass imdcr /lis ci>af.'\ Xay. I don't 
require no women folk <i' iiilerferin' and reaping my 
glory. So, 'old 'ee tongue, Mrs. Hodnutt ! 

Mrs. IIddxuit. 

\^Wifk(isperiti/.] Oh, to be sure! 7'iuwii/u/ <iv(iij 
and (irrai>i/!ag tioo chdirs.'] I wouldn't waste my 
precious time. 

Pedgrift. 

Waste o' time ! In discoverin' and preservin' the 
splendidest monyments ever set u\) to mortal men ! 
'Old 'ee tongue, Mrs. Hodnutt ! It's a cheap age we 
live in, ma'am, and soft stone's good enough for noo 
folk. But it's brasses Avhat perpetuates the days o' 
England's greatness, and it's old Pedgrift what per- 
petuates brasses ! 

3rrS. lIoDXL'TT. 

[ Cunteiiiptuously.] Oh, to be sure ! 

Pbdgrift. 
What are yoa doin' 'ere at six o'clock in the arter- 
noon, Mrs. Hodnutt ? 

3Il!S. HdDXUTT. 

I'm expectin' 31iss Camilly, and her good gentle- 
man as is to be, to step down fromth' (Grange to view 
the school-children's flowers. 

PjiDGKIFT. 

I thought the children was to show their decora- 
tions to Miss Camilla and th' Grange party at mid- 
day ? 
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Mks. Hodnutt. 
So they was to, the noisy imps ! And, after 
bringing all their mess and muddle into my church, 
away comes a groom to say as Miss Camilly's got a 
sick 'ead hut 'opes to stroll down durin' the a'rter- 
noon, \_Mytiterioiisly.'] A sick 'ead, Mr. Pedgrift ! 
Ahhh ! to be sure ! 

Pedgrift. 
If Miss Camilly gives her mind to a sick 'ead let 
her enj'y it. You 'old 'ee tongue, Mrs. Hodnutt ! 

Mus. Hodnutt. 

It's a sad sight to see a young 'ooman ailin' and 
frettin' the day before the weddin', ^fr. Pedgrift. 

Pedgrift. 

\_P(AisJiiH(/ (iiiil hrcathlin/ on flie ///v^v.s.J It's a Sad 
enough sight to see a young 'ooman anyways, 'eept- 
ing they be carved on brasses. 

Mrs. Hodnutt. 
Though, to be sure, I guess what's amiss wY Miss 
Camilly. 

PED(iRIFT. 

'Old 'ee tongue, Mrs. Hodnutt ! 

Mrs. Hodnutt. 
Not but what Sir Richard's a fine, well-kep' gentle- 
man; but I don't fancy bright eyes and red lips 
comin' to my church wi' white 'air and wrinkles. 
He's ripening for sixty, Sir Richard is. 
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Fedcjeift. 
Aye — time he was thinkin' of his final brasses. 

Mks. Hudxutt. 
To lie sure! Xo, ]\[r. Pedgrift, Miss Camilly 
missed hei' match when we l(»st young Dennis Heron 
out of Lydgate. 

Pedguift. 
'Old 'ee tongue, ]VIrs. Ilodnutt. 

Mks. HouNuiT. 
^[any a time I've watclied 'em standing together 
hi the lirent pew, b"otli singin' out o' the one hook 
though they'd just knelt on a hox full, and I've said 
to myself, "there's man and -wife for ye, and a guy 
weddin' for St. Eanswytlie 1 " Ah, to ite sure, that's 
the man we ought to a' seen in cmr old c'lurcli to- 
morrow niornin'. 

PEIJ(;lilFT. 

Aye, Mrs. Hodnutt, and don't \t he o\er certain 
as 'ow you wont see young Dennis Heron in our 
church to-morrow mamin'. 

Mj!s. ITcjonutt. 
Eh? Why, the young man run away tci Lnmion, 
and then sailed for Araeriky fortinie seckhig, five 
year ago, folks say. He's in ^Vmeriky, Samuel 
Pedgrift. 

Pkdgrift. 

Well, he warn't in Ameriky at lia'-past-fower this 
arternoon. 

Mks. Hodxutt. 
You've seen 'im ! Here in Lydgate ! 
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Pedgrift. 
'Old 'ee tongue, Mrs. Hoduutt ! 

Sui LuciA.v Brext ninJ Beatkix enter through 
thepor(;]i. Luciax is iioic a i/omii/ man irith 
(in. iinjjortant manner and a won>ttadie. 
Beatrix /.s- a fashionably-dressed " grown- 
up " girl^ bright and 'unaffected. 

Lucia X. 

Good afternoon, Mrs. Hodnutt ! Afternoon, Ped- 
grift ! 

Beatrix. 

"Well, (branny ! "Well, Samuel, how are you? 

Mrs. Hodxutt. 

Good arternoon to you. Sir Looslian ! Bless you. 
Miss Be'tric! 

Pedgkift. 

\_Pus]iing his in-t/ss nj/ his inaistcoat.^ uVrternoon, 
sir ! Arternoon, miss ! 

LroiAx. 

My sister and Sir Richard are coming over the 
meadow 

Beatrix. 
They so want to look at the decorations, Granny 
Hodnutt. Of course they will see them to-morrow 
morning ; but that will be different, wont it ? fZoo/i- 
ing roiunJ.'] And is this all the school-children's 
handiwork 'i How delightful ! 
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Mils. nuJ)XLTT. 

They 'ad my 'elp, the dear pets — my wiUin' 'elp. 

Beatrix. 
What a teirible disai^pomtmeiit for them, my 
sister's bad headache this morning! Lucian, see! 
IIoAV eliarniing ! 

Lu< lAX. 

[ With i7i;/iiiti/.] Very tasteful. The spread of 
education among the masses engenders an apprecia- 
tion of tlie beautiful. 

Pedgkift. 
{^Edguii/ II ji to Lui iA>' and 'irJi,i.'<prrlii(j.~\ !Sir Loo- 
shan, Sir Looshan. 

Ll CIAX. 

Ehy 

Pedgkift. 

\^P rod 11 ring the hrnss fniin beneath hi.i iraistcoat.'] 
I've got some bits o' brasses do\\"n below in my cryp' ; 
like this ere bit. 

LUCIAX. 

Indeed V 

PEUIiltTFl'. 

If you gave me a 'elpin 'and Avi' the Latin that's 
on 'em I c(Aild piece 'em together, Sir Looshan. 

LU(.'IAX. 

\_UnvonifortahI g.~\ Latin inscriptions 't 

Pedorift. 
I know you was a college gentleman. Sir Loo- 
shan — . 
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LuriAx. 
Exactly — ah^but my Latin, Pedgrift, is mudeni 
Latin. \_Pointing to the brass.] Tliat's old Latin — 
different thing altogether. [Lui'ian mdks tovards 
the. poychI\ 

Pedgrift. 
\_D%sappoin,ted?^ Oh, lor, yah, nah ! 

Beatrix. 
Granny Hodnutt, do you think Pedgrift would let 
me have the key of the organ 'i 

Mrs. HoDxrTj-. 
\_i^hal-!iu/ her head negativel 1/ .] Ahhh ! 

Beatrix. 

Oh! \_Slii' goes fo Pkd(;rtft.] Samuel, I should 
like to make friends again with the dear old organ 
of St. Eanswythe. Lend me the key. 

Pedgrift. 
Xay, nay, Mr. Fletcher don't fancy strange 'ands 
on the organ. 

Mrs. IIodxutt. 
[ To Beatrix who has moved nwai/froiu Pedgrift.] 
Bide a bit, missy. [ I'o Pedgrift.] I want to open 
the West Door, Mr. Pedgrift. 

Pedgrift. 
[<SV/// contem/)hiti/ig his brass.^ Yah ! nah ! 

^Irs. IIodxutt. 
D'ye hear me, Samuel Pedgrift ? 
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Pkd«kift. 
\ Taking Jily himvh of Jcci/s dud pctssiiig them, to 
Mrs. Hodnutt.] 'Old 'ee tongue, ^fis. Tlodnntt! 

[Mi!s. lIoDXTTT nelectn a key ij)id hands it to 
Bkatrix iiyitli, II roir/'te.ii/.^ 

Bkateix. 
Dear Granny ! 

Lu( lAX. 

\_.Look!iig out tJiro>ir/Ii the porch.'] Here are Camilla 
and liichard. 

Beatrix. 
Liician, come and blow for me. 

LUCIAX. 

[_^Yith dUpiifi/.] My dear Beatrix! Really! 

[Beatrix tnke-f Jihn, off, he protestinc/. 

]V[rs. HonNi'TT. 
Tell me now — do'ee, r\[r. Pedgrift! "Where did 
ye see Mr. Dennis ''. 

Pejkseift. 
Oh, lor ! nah, nah ! 

Mrs. TTonxrTT. 
Quick ! 

Pedgrift. 
Well, as I was runnin' up to ^Nlaister Taplin's, the 
grocer's, to buy a morsel o' sweet ile to rub my 
brasses wi', I see the folk wand'rin' down from rail- 
way station. 
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Mks. Hodxittt. 
To be sure ! 

PUDGKIFT. 

XwX mongst 'em I observed Maister Dennis Heron ! 
'Twas him, changed though he be. 

[?7(e sound of the church organ is heard. 

Pedgrift. 
"Why theer's Maister Fletcher come in, on the quiet 
like. 

Mrs. Hodxittt. 

Pedgrift, some'ow T don't believe th' Grange folks 
know as Mr. Dennis is in Lydgate. Shall we 'i 

Pedgeift. 
[ Turning upon her sharply. ~\ TJs ! You 'old 'ee 
tongue, Mrs. Hodnutt ! Fine folk's business beant 
yo'wer business ! Maister Dennis may be goin' to be 
guest at weddin' to-morrow, or he mayn't ! Grange 
folk may know he's in Lydgate, or they mayn't! 
Maister Dennis may know Miss Camilly's about to 
wife Sir Richard, or he mayn't ! But don't 'ee be a 
busybodyin' sort of a elderly woman, Mrs. Hodnutt ; 
and 'old 'ee tongue — d'ye 'ear me? — 'old 'ee tongue ! 

[Mrs. Hodnutt and Pedgrift separate as 
Miss Beent enter s., followed hy Camill,v 
and Phillitee. They all look older. 

Mrs. Hodnutt. 
[ With many courtesys.] Our duty to you. [ To 
Miss Brent.] And to you, ma'am, and I hope the 
rheumaticks have left you. \_To Sie Richaed.] 
And all good luck to bride and bridegroom — and 
better late than never to you., Sir Richard, if I may 
pass the compliment. 
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\_Iyfiiu/hhi<j.'\ Ila, ha! Uin — thank you. 

^NIiss Brkxt. 
Ton must not talk too much this afternoon, Mrs. 
TTodnutt ^^[y niece's headaclie has hardly left her. 
Xo wonder — the winds are sharp for harvest-time. 

[Miss Brent ffoes vji the ainh' lookin;/ (if tlie 
■floirpi-x through her pince-ii^z. PErxiRiFT 
follov's ]i,er. 

C'a.milla. 
[ To iVfits. HonxiiTT.J T was so miserable at not 
meeting- the children this morning. Were they 
grieved ? 

IMks. HonxrTT. 

Ah, the lambs, that they Avas ! 

Miss Brkxt. 
]\rrs. Ilodnutt ! 

[Mrs. Hodnutt goes to Miss Brext. 

Camilla. 

\_Goii)g to the font, then turning to Piiillitkr ii:il]i 
(I sniiJe.~\ Here I was christened. 

Sir Rr'hard. 
Bless me ! [CAjni.LA join.'< ^Iiss Brext an<l 3[rs. 
IToNDUTT. Sir Rioiiaed goes to tlie font (iml e.r(()ni)iex 
It <-loselg throiigli his spectitcles — to himself.'] ]My dear 
Camilla! Here she was christened — actually chris- 
tened ! 

[Pedgrift, hiiigging his hross, approaches 
Sir Richard stealthily. 
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Pedgeift. 
Your honour — Sir Richard 

Sir Richard. 
Ell? 

Pedgeift. 
'Bleege me wi' a private word, sir. 

[Pedgeift exhibits his piece of brass to 
Philliter ; they talk in dumh show. 
Miss Brent and Mrs. Hodxutt are 
looking at Cajiilla vho is standing 
in. deep thought., vnth her hands clasped 
before her., staring into the chancel. 
The light of the setting snn Ulnmines 
Camilla's _/f^?,«Y'. 

JNIrs. Hodxutt. 
\_To Miss J3rent.'\ Look, ma'am ! Look' ee there t 

Miss Brent. 

Ah! 

Mrs. Hodnftt. 

She's thinking of to-morrow mornin', ma'am, when 
she'll stand there, wedded. 

Miss Brent. 
My niece will be very happy, Hodnutt. 

Mrs. Hodnutt. 

Most like, ma'am, — but the sun's a-settm' on Miss 
Camilly. The sun's a-settin' on Miss CaniiUy. 
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[I\rrsw f?REXT I'ltuI Mrs. Hodnutt still talh- 

iiK/ <li^(jj)j>e<i r thr<ni,gli, 2>(Ji'cli. 

SlU IlICIIAKD. 

[ To Peixjkift.J Bring your brass to me here, Ped- 
grift — T won't go down into tlie crypt. One can't 
be too careful of a cold at my age — at any age. 

PED(iKIFT. 

\_Goiiii/.] Yes, sir. \_EetMrnliit/.] But, your hon- 
our — Sir Richard — is your Latin rmo Latin, or hold 
Latin 'i 

Sir Richard. 

I fear it is rather old Latin, Pedgrift. 

Pedgrift. 

[ Gladly.] Ah ! 

\_IIe dis<(ppe(ir!< doini the xtnirst. Sir 
Richard iralli'.t orcr to C'A:\[ir,T.A. 

Camilla. 
Ah, Richard ! Do you see the flowers ? 

Sir Richard. 

\_LooMri<j into her /'ice.] V\\\ \ Too much of the 
lily and not enough of the carnation. 

Camilla. 

Xow you mean my face. I'm always i)ale, Rich- 
ard. 

Sir Richard. 

You are happy, Camilla 'i 
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Cajiilla. 
Yes. I 07i(/ht to be. 

SiK TfiniARi). 
And not doubtful, eh? Not doubtful? 

Camilla. 
Doubtful? 

Sir Richard. 
About the future, my dear — o)/r future. 

Camilla. 
One must l>e doubtful, liowever liopeful. 

Sir Uic'HAiiu. 
No, no — no, no. 

Camilla. 
Ah, Richard, a man dies but once, a woman twice 
—the first time when she marries, and then, as at tlie 
last, wondering at the thereafter. 

Sir Richard. 
Then Ave begin our married life — doubtful, 
Camilla ? 

Ca:milla. 
And hopeful — I said that. 

Sir Richard. 
\_£ri(/htening.'] Of course you did, my dear. Hope- 
fully, eh ! Hopefully! Hopefully! I'TlH^y ii-.iJkbucl- 
to the aisle.'] There's but ojie regret. 

Camilla. 
One regret ? 
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Sir RiCHARn. 
To-morrow might have been six years old to-day, 
liad you willed it so, my dear. 

You mean ? 

Sir liicHARD. 
You could have married me more than six years 
ago, Camilla — six precious years. 

Camilla. 
Ah, it is better now. 

Sir Richaed. 
\_Pleaf^e<7.'] Is it, eh? Is it? 

Camilla. 

Six years ago I did not knoAV 

Sir Rk iiaed. 
N"ow you're going to say something about my 
watchful patience, Camilla. 

Camilla. 
Yes. 

Sir Richaed. 
And my untiring constancy ? 

Ca:milla. 

Yes. 

Sir Richaed. 
And my good heart ? And my many other excel- 
tent qualities. 

Camilla. 
Yes — yes. 
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Sir Richard. 
I knew it ! But I won't endure it ! It always 
embarrasses me, my dear, and I can't allow it — so 
don't, don't ! 

Camilla, 
But you like me to t/ihik you good ? 

8m: R.ichaki). 
\_After a iiioi//r//t^.^ ji<iu)<e.] Yes — I do. 

Cajfilla. 
And yet never .to say it, never to say it ? 

Sir Kichaki). 
All, I'll always tell you the truth, my dear — I 
dearly love to have to stop your saying it. 

\_The mil sic of the orguii, soft tind Ioid, is heard 
again. TJi.n irarin gloic of sunset nov) fills 
the church, but froia this moment the light 
shows the gradual coming of evening. 

Camilla. 
[ IHni idli/.] Richard. 

Sir Richard. 
My dear? 

Camilla. 
'I'here is something I wish to give you — no, to 
restore to you — while we are alone. 

Sir Richard. 
To restore to me ? 

Camilla. 
Something I robbed you of long ago and kept as a 
memorial of your friendship. [AVie takes from her 
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pocket the littJ-j roJinne of Tlonire seen in the First 
Art, holding it J)ehin<l hKr.~\ But now — we ai'e going 
to be maj-ried, and so I pass the little token back to 
you thinking you will care to cherish it in recollec- 
tion of your wife's girlhood. There, Richard ! 

\_tihe places the little hook in Ids hands. 

Sir Ricoaed. 
Dear nie ! what's this ? \_IIe opens the hook at 
the title-pa f/e.] ]\Iy Horace ! 

Camilla. 
\_Laughin(jhj.'\ Horace. 

Sin RiciiAKD. 
I knew I'd mislaid him ! 

Cajiilla. 
It has slumbered in my desk for over six years. 
That is what I ran back to the house foi- ; I wanted 
this chance of giving it to you. 

Silt Rl< UAEl). 

I must have left it behind me at P'auncom-t 
when 

Camilla. 
Yes. 

\_^ee turns aivai/ and, leaning against tJte 
2)en.ce-h(>x, looks oat titrongli tin- porch. 

!SlK RlCllAl!l>. 

Bless me, here's the leaf still tui-ned ddwn 1 IIow 
every action comes back to one! There's nothing 
final in life — notliing final. 

\_JIe is I'ndearonriiaj to find tiie rihhon of 
his pince-ne:-:., udien, 'unperceiced by him, 
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a htttr fulls from between the pages of 
the book and lies on. the {/round at his 
feet. Tlie music of the organ ends softly. 

SlE RiCHAPD. 

Of course — of course. \_Reading. 

" iJesine, dulriiiin 
'■'•Muter sa-va Cnpidinnrn. " 

Camilla. 

>' Virra lustra decern " 

8^J^ RiCHAED. 
You know it ! 

Camilla. 
I learnt it afterwards. 

Silt RlCIIAKI). 

\_Clasplng the hooli.\ This is more than precious 
to niel Jt has been with you six years. To think 
of it — to tllink of it I [//'/ pansrs, seizing she is still 
turning fr<nn Jilni.'] Camilla! \_Nhe conies to him, 
her v.iprrtssion is idtered, iitr eges full of tears. It 
is now txrilight. 

Camilla. 
Oh, Richard, you have been so patient I will try 
to be a good wife to you ! 

SiK Richard. 
My dear ! 

Miss Beent enters with Luciax aiidHBATrnx^folloiced 
by Mes. IIodxutt. 

Miss Brknt. 
[^Calling softlg.} Camilla! [.Iji^^^z-oac/i (';<(/ Phil- 
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LITER.] The church is a little chilly, Richard. We 
are unwise in allowing Camilla to remaui so long. 

SiK Richard. 
Ah, I'm very thoughtless. 

Mils. II<II)XITT. 

\Joinui(j fham.] Sir Richarcrs kerridge 'ave come 
for him, ma'am — it's at the West iJoor. [LrciA-\ 
gioes hiK arm to Miss Brf.xt (uid t/iei/ all follow Mes. 
HoDxuTT up tha <(ide.'\ Follow me, please — I'll sa\-e 
you all an ugly walk round the churchyard, that I 
will. Granny Hodnutt'll oijeu the West Door for 
you, that she will ! Follow Granny Hodnutt ! [/// 
the dixtaDre.'] Jest a minute, my pretty ladies, while 
Granny Hodnutt unlocks the West Door. Blessin's 
on yovi, Sir Looshan, and you, your honour, if I may 
pass the compliment ! 

[Pedgbift conicfi up from the crypt hidcii 
with somepieces of brans. 

Ped(;i;ift. 

IJOisteninff.] Gone. Gone — and not a scrap o' 
Latin out of him! [77/c/v/ is <i snu/id of boltiiuj 
do or si. 

Yah, nah, nah! [7/^' discorcrs the httir on tin: 
ground and pidxs it ap iritli n grant.'] Ugh! \_Hold- 
ing the letter vlose to h is eye .v.] Theer's writin' on it. 
Grange party must ha' dropped that. \_J^iitting it 



in his pocket. 
tea. Ugh ! 



I'll walk up to Grange wi' it arter 
'Picking nji his hrosi^cs.'] Who's that? 

Dennis Merox, <i I'oliust-iooking nmn 'irith hair 
turning greg, enters through, the porch. 

Peikjrift. 
Maister Dennis. 
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Dkxxis. 
Thank goodness ! [ Wrhu/iit<j Pedgeift's hand.'] 
It's Pedgrif t ! 

Pedgrift. 
Aye — not dead yet, Maister Dennis. 

DlONXIS. 

I'm so glad to seu a familiar face. 

Pj:U(iRIFT. 

[ Griiiih/.] AV'ei'e you wand'rin' about i/hurchyard 
thinkin' to find old friends theer, Maister Dennis? 

Dexms. 
I strolled into the churchyard, I — I'm killing time. 
I've come all the Avay from America, Pedgrift — 
arrived yesterday — got down this afternoon, and 
turned into the " George." 

Pedgrift. 

Ah, the " George " beaint the house it used to be, 
3Iaister Dennis. 

Dexxts. 

Xo. A new landlord, new faces indoors, new 
faces in the stables — not a soul knew me from Adam. 
But I've sent a note to Sir Lucian, telling him where 
I am, and I'm waiting for an answer. I know hrK 
at the Grange — I heard his name mentioned at the 
station. 

Pedgrift. 
Aye, Sir Looshan's at the Grange right enough. 

Dexxiis. 

Have they — a full house at the Grange, Pedgrift ? 
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Pedgeift. 


Aye. 






Dexxis. 


Miss 


Anne Brent — and — Miss Beatrix ? 




Pedgeift. 


Aye- 


—they're tlieer. 




DE-NMS, 


And- 


—and Miss Camilla ? 




Pedgeift. 


Aye. 






De>'2\'IS. 


All- 


-all well V 




Pedgeift, 


Aye- 


-tliey be all wonderful surprisin' well. 




Dexxis. 


Ah! 


\_T,ftoh!n(i iihoiit him.'] Flowers — Eui/h'tih 



flowers. Harvest — ehV Pedgrift, why don't you 
talk to nie ! X good harvest 'i 

Pedgeift. 
Sodden wi' rain. 

Denxis. 
Dear old Lydgate ! \_2\i Pedgrtft, irjio is colhrt- 
iii(/ his brasses.] What on earth have you got there ? 

Pedgeift. 
Maister Dennis, you was a college gentleman, 
wasn't ye, eh ? 

Denxis. 
Ha ! yes. 
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Pedgeift. 
Tlieer's sdiue durned Latin on my bits o' j)reCious 
brasses. If I could 'cipher it I could piece 'em to- 
gether. 

Denxis. 
The A'icar 

Pedgeift. 
I dursn't trust tli' old "N'icar, Maister Dennis ; lie'd 
rob nie of all the credit, he would. If you'd lend me 
a 'elping 'and wi' the Latin ■ 

Dexxis. 
I? 

Pedgeift. 
Come down into my cryp', Maister Dennis— I've 
got a lantern theer. [ Goinf/ to the head of the fst'iir.^ 
Do'ee come, Maister Dennis ! Do'ee come ! 

Dexxis. 
\_FoUii'iriii(/ hi/i!.] I can't promise you much 
assistance, Pedgrift. 

Pedgeift. 
\_lJc)«:eiidlii</ shjirli/.] Do'ee best, Maister Dennis. 
Bless ye ! bless ye ! 

Dexxis. 
Be quick ! I want to get back to the " George." 

Pedgeift. 
Guide yourself by wall, sir — that's right, that's 
right. 

\_They de.sce}id the stair. As they disaj>peiO\ 
Mes. Hodnutt enters. The faint light of 
the moon enters, and spreads itself over 
the church. 
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Mks. Hodnutt. 
[ Calling.'] Pedgrift. 

Pkdgeift. 

\_Froin helov.] Yah ! iiah ! 'old 'ee tongue ! 
Mes. Hodxutt. 

\_C<ilIiii{/.] The keys are on the font. \^Placinp 
the keys on the font.'] I am gomg home to my tea. 
\_There is a sound of kuocliiiif/ outside.] Eh? That's 
somebody at the West Door. [The knocking is 
rejieijted inipnfientlg.] Nay, I'll not open the AA'est 
do(H- again to-niglit, whoever ye may be, that I'll 
firomise ye. You must come the way round if ye've 
business at St. Eanswythe this night, and quick 
about it. Late enough for an old woman's tea, to be 
sure, to be sure ! 

[Camilla enters hurriedly, tlirough the porch. 
Camilla. 
Ah, granny ! 

Mi;s. IIoDXUTT. 

Miss Camilly ! 

Camilla. 
Something has been lost — a letter. Have you 
seen it ? 

Mks. IIu])>iUTT. 
Not to my knowledge. Miss Camilly; though, to 
lie sure 

Camilla. 
[Looking upon the gronnd.] Granny, it must be 
found. It's an old letter — I placed it between the 
leaves of a book years ago, and this afternoon I hur- 
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riedly took the hook from my desk and gave it to 
Sir Richard, here — just liere. 

jNFes. Hodxutt. 
jNFay he Sir Richard's carryiii' it ahout with liim. 

CAJriLLA. 

Xo — for, as I left the cliureli, the thought of the 
letter came to me suddenly ; it was uo longer in the 
hook. ^S/ie ffoi-K up t/ic aisle Ki'iircli'iH/ far fhc Ipttcr. 

Mes. Hodnutt. 
AVell, well, like enough I'll find it in the morning. 
Come, come, missy. I'll see ye home across the 
meadow. 

Camilla. 
Xo, thank you. I've told my hrother ; he is com- 
ing back to fetch me. \_Ileti.iTiiing to the ««rf.] I 
can't And it. Ah, it was written by a iioor friend, 
who died. Suppose I never find it, dear (rranny ! 

]Ml!S. IIODXUTT. 

Now, dont'.ee, now! dont'ee! There, there ! Sit 
ye down a bit, and Granny Hodnutt'll search in the 
West Porch. 

\_Xhe disappi'di-s tip the aisle. It is iimr 
hrhjJit iiKionlight. 

CaJ[1LLA. 

How could I have f(_)rgotten it ! To have hoarded 
it for five years and tlien, in one minute of forgetful- 
ness, to let it go from me! \_She sits hy the font. ~\ 
It Avas a trust. " If he wanders back to England 
some day without me," poor Margaret said, "give it 
to him, with your own hands." And now, if ever 
he returns — if — ever Oh, I mustn't think about 
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that ! No ! God bless iiie and Richard ! God bless 

me — and Richard ! 

[Dexxis ti.freriiJti the xtepn. JTe passcf: 
Camilla, not nfdiif/ /icr, ami 'irolks 
acroKs tmriirtJn the parch. Slie ri.'o-.t 
•ii'itli. (I faint cry ofJ'rlf/Jit, at irjiirji, Jie 
turns nhctrphj and faccti licr. T/if'i/ 
stand staring at cadi other silentJij. 

Camilla. 

\_In, a, frif/htciied 'irhi.ipcr.'\ Dennis! 

Dexxis. 

Ah! \_(ioin(/ to her irith ovtstretchcd, lu.u%ds.\ Ca- 
milla! [jS7ie stares at him, still frightened — tlan 
takes his ha/id far siijjpjort. JNlus. 
HoBNUTT comes doicn the aislcl\ 

Cajiilla. 
You — yon — frightened me. '[_F<v!nth/ staajdng over 
hi.t hand.'\ Ah! \_She drvojis, andla- ijenthj phicesher 
in a chair. 

Denxis. 
Why, Granny Hodnutt ! 

Mrs. Hodxutt. 
Mr. Dennis ! Ah, to be siire ! 

Dexxis. 
I've been in the crypt with Pedgrift, burrowing 
among his brasses. Coming up rather silently I fear 
I alarmed my cousin 

]\[rs. ITohxitt. 
To be sure ! to be sure ! 
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CAinLLA. 

\_Pas.'iin(; h.fr hand opi>r her ej^ea.'] Granny. 

Xm-,. HODNUTT. 

i\ry deary ? 

Camilla. 

I — T am very glad to see ilr. Dennis Heron. But 
I didn't expect to meet him — to-night — and I — was 
startled. Wait in the church, Granny, till m\' 
brother returns for me. 

Mrs. Hodnutt. 
That T will, Miss Camilly. [Gomc/fo the head of 
stairs.'] I'll borrow the old man's lantern, sir, and you 
can chat quite cheerful and comfortable. ^She de- 
sceiiduH/. 

Camilla. 

Dennis. 

Dejtnis. 
My dear cousin. 

Camilla. 
You cannot — have received — my letter. 

Dennis. 
I've had no letter from you for many a day, 
Camilla ! 

Camilla. 
I wrote — some weeks ago. 

Dennis. 
It has missed me. And I wrote home — I mean, to 
you — just before starting. But, at this time o' year, 
I was sure you were in Switzerland. So that has 
missed you ? 
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Camilla. 
"\'es. [^J-'Vihi//;/.] I have not <!;(me aboard tliis 
summer — because Ah ! 

Dexxis. 
You aie still trembling. I am so sorry. 

[A/;e rinpft^ coiiriiiaitiliiig herself. 
Camilla. 
"Why have you come back to England ? 

Dex^xis. 
To see — my friends. 

Camilla. 
Is everything — well with you — in America ? 

Dex^xis. 
Everything. I have prospered, Camilla — prospered 
beyond my furthest hope. 

Camilla. 
I am so thankful, Dennis. 

Dennis. 
[ Gratefully. \ Ah ! 

Camilla. 
Are those around you well — the two old people you 
have so generously cared for ? 

Denxis. 
Well— well and happy. 

Camilla. 
Your father ? 

Dexxis. 

Why — strangely enough 
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Camilla. 
"What is strange, Dennis ? 

Dennis. 
Well, father has revealed capabilities we hardly- 
suspected in England. The simple, rough people up ■ 
country were — rather — impressed by him. 

Camilla. 
Ah, Uncle Roderick ! 

Dennis. 
Now he's the leading spirit of a big mining con- 
cern, and is making money fast— and — he's not living 
with us now. 

Camilla. 
[ To herself r\ Poor Dennis ! And last — but first 
— your little girl ? 

Dennis. 
She i She's beautiful ! It's foolish of me to say 
that, perhaps, but — no, it isn't ! She's beautiful ! 

Camilla. 
Dear, dear little Margaret ! That is her name ? 

Dennis. 
Yes — her first name. 

Camilla. 
{In a low voice.] Her second ? 

Dennis. 
Camilla. 

Mrs. Hodnutt. 
[Ascending the stairs.] I'm coming, Mr. Dennis, 
and trouble enough to wean a light from Mr. Ped- 
is 
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oiift. I've news for ye, ]Miss Camilly — Granny's got 
news for ye. [Aj/jmn-i/i;/ irit/i u lighted lanten and 
the hint letter.'] To think that th' old man should 
stand chattering here to yon, sir, and, all the time 
\J-ii(iliii</ lit the letter hij the liij/it itftlie hiriterii'] a letter 
with 3Ir. Dennis Heron's name on it in his coat- 
pocket. 

Caililla. 



Ah! 

My name ? 



Den'xis. 



Mrs. HonxuTT. 
To be sure! [7-- Camilla.] It's Pedgrift as 
found the letter, 'alf a hlind man as he is. 

Camilla. 
\_JLooJnnf/ at the letter., Jic.<<it(it!ri</Ji/, irit/iont tuTxlng 
»7.]' (Jive it to ]\Ir. Dennis, (Jr:inny. 

]Mj;s. IIonxiTT. 
\_Hand\nci the letter tu Dexnis iritJi a eourtesi/.] To 
be sure I will. Miss Camilly. \_]>ejiii.-<itiiii/ the hniteni 
(III the font. There's a light, sir and missy. \_<Te,!iii/ 
up the i/iKle.] Call Granny if it needs snuffing. 
Granny's within call. 

[<S7/p disiiji/ieiir.^. The iiinniilight /.v griidii- 
alh/ dim in i.'<h ing. 

Dknxis. 
\_Look%iig lit the letter hg the hinterii light.] Mar- 
garet! \_J'iiriiiiigti> C\^\\\.\.\.'\ ]Meg! 

Cajfilla. 
Poor Meg gave me that, Dennis, on the morning 
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I sat with her in Westminster— tlie morning — 
she 



Den^^is. 



Yes. 



Camilla. 
She believed she was not to liA^e, and begged me 
to keep that letter by me until you came back to 
England alone — and then I was to give it to you 
with my own hands. 

Dexxis. 

Ah, then ! 

[TZe offers tha h-ffcr to CAT\rTLLA, iclio tal-cs it. 

Ca^iilla. 
It's a kmd word from her, she said, that she 
dearly wanted to reach you through me. For five 
years it has lain between the leaves of a book ; 
bringing the book into the church, the letter fell 
from it, here. And now, we do meet — for the first 
time since that day — and — [^returning the letter'] — I 
give it you with my own hands. 

\_ITe tiil-ea tlie letter, iinth his heud howed, <iiid 
she ireilks tnrin/ from him. lie opens 
the letter and reads it hy the I'ujht of the 
lantern. 

Dexxis. 

{^Reading to himself^ "Dennis. Something tells 
me that, if you lose me, you and Miss Camilla Brent 
will meet again, and — marry. She's the lady whose 
place I took, and it's only natural, and I've taught 
myself to think of it without feeling wretched. So 
I want you to be sure that no shadow of mine comes 
between you, and that I — wish it." lEouslng him- 
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si'lf and turning to Camilla.] Camilla. \_As she 
ciiini's to hiiii he f/ires her the letter.'] It's for you, as 
well as for me — she meant it. 

[_She sit.'t by the side of the font reading 
under the light of the lantern. He leaves 
her till she has read the lettt^r. Then, 
shehides her eyes with, her Jumd and he 
returns and stands before Iter irith, his 
hands cla.iped,. 

Dexxis. 

\_In- a v;Jiispi'r.] Camilla. \_)She gires a little sob. 
Let it be so — let it be so. 

\_She rernoves her ha/td fro)n her eyes and 
sits staring at him.'] 

Camilla. 

Dennis ! 

Denxis. 

3Iy motherless girl laughs and plays alone in my 
home — the one young life near me — but every chilcl- 
like sound seems to beg that she may know a living- 
mother. And I — Zam solitary. I've come back to 
England thinking to discharge a debt. Be Lady 
Bountiful to me still and take the remaining years 
of my life for it^the thought, the care, the service 
of my life ! 

Camilla. 

\_Rising and facing him, like a icoman in a 
dream. 1 Dennis. Dennis — Heron. You — don't — 
know? No one has — told you? 

Dennis. 
What? 

[_She looks round the church, he following 
her gaze. 
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Camilla. 
These flowers — placed here by the school-children. 

DENIflS. 

Why? 

Cashlla. 
The — the marriage. 

Dexnis. 

^larriage ? 

Camilla. 

T(3-inorrow — to-iiiorroA\-. [_SIie stands trembling, 
with her /imuJs tightly vlnsjied and her eyes down.'\ ' 
Richard's long friendship — growing out of that — 
into affection — years ago. His — untiring — solicitude 
— his — deep — devotion — the prospect of a useful — 
calm — good — life ! IMy aunt — her dearest wish ! 
To-morrow — to-morrow — to-morrow. 

Den:s.is. 
Oh, forgive me — forgive me ! 

Camilla. 
Yes. You did not know. Yes. 

Dennis. 

All, niiiy (4od hless you and your husband, 
Caiiiilla ! To tliis chui'ch, «'here lyou and I have 
knelt togetlier, 1 come back to worship once more 
by our side ; and my prayer is — God bless you and 
your husband ! 

Camilla. 
That is right — and good. Everything else we 



lOS LADY BOrXTTFT'L. 

Avill forget. \_ll<:ttini.iiii/ lum t/i<;. letter.] Poor Mar- 
garet ! 

\_lle 'jihirrx till' h:ttrr rrrcrcntli/ in t/iv 
breast of /us cunt. 

Camilla. 

Mind there are some things to forget! \_Lijnkiiiij 
at him steodih/.] Dennis — forget ! 

Dexxjs. 
Yes. Forget ! 

[LuiianV ruin: is lieu rd in the ilistmicc. 

Ll'( LVX'. 

[ CuUin;/.'] Camilla ! Cam ! Cam ! Are yon 
there ? 

IJkn-ms. 

[ (. 'utli /!>/.] Holloa ! Luciaii ! 

[Camilla i/ors up the aisle. 

LuiIAN. 

\JXeeirer.'\ Dennis! \^Kiit(riiiij quiehh/ ami sei?:- 
inffDK^yufi bi/ the shoiddia-s.'] 'S\\ dear old chap! 
My dear fellow I After all these years ! Jolly, eh ? 
Jolly ? 

Dennis. 

Lucian. 

LlTriAX. 

Your scribble was waiting for me when I got 
lionie, and I took the "George" on my Avay here. 
j\ry dear old chap ! You've found Cam. 
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Yes — I strolled into the churcli- 



Ll ( lAX. 

So you know all our news — about to-morrow? 

]Je.\>is. 

Yes, yes — yes, yes. 

Lut'IAX. 

You'll be uiy guest, Dennis. I've sent a man to 
the " George " to fetch your baggage. The Grange 
is your home here, you know. 

Den MS. 

jVh, Lucian 1 

Lrci.vx. 
[ 7'r( Ca.mjm.a.J Cam! [Cajiilla coiih's and takes 
Ln i.^n's '/)■///.] St. Eanswythe is iiot very inspirit- 
ing at this hour. Wliat fancies you have! \_Goi)u/ 
tiivard till- ii(iri:h.\_ Come along, Dennis ! 

Dkxxis. 
Go on — T — I'll follow you. I must go back into 
the village. 

Lli'iax'. 
What a fellow you are! \_rii. tlic jitirc/i.] Ugh! 
cold and cloudy!] //r dhupprjn-a^ u-itli Ca:milla, hix 
roicfi i/i'tthii/ (/r<((JniiJIi/ disfiiiit.~\ lie quick, Dennis! 
Dine at eight! Xo ladies to-night. Ila, ha, ha ! 
Men — gossip — smoke — good Iiealth to liichard — old 
times ! Dear old Dennis ! Dear old Dennis ! 

\_As Lucian's voici' iJics (rirai/ Dkxxis «////.< 
into II cJiuir hnri/ini/ Ills headiii /lis /lands. 
After a iiiDiiuiiii s stillness, then- ronits tlie 



200 LADY BOUNTIFUL. 

faint sound of a peal ofchurcli, helln a long 
way off. Mrs. IIodnutt cointu down the 
aisle and at the same moment Pbdgeift 
ascends the crypt stairs. 

Mes. IIodnutt. 

[,SVcj/y*,f/DENxis — to herself ^ Ah, deary me! To 
be sure, to be sure! S^Aside to Pedgkij-t — pointing 
to Dexxis.] Samuel Fedgrift, look'ee there ! 

\_They .stand icatching Dexxis /(>/• a ntornent 
silently. 

Pedgeift. 
^Grindy.^ Ah! You 'old 'ee tongue. Mrs. Hod- 
nutt! 

\_Iie vhjsus and locks tin; i-i'ypt doiir. 

Dexxis. 
\_Loohing up at them and raising. ~\ What bells 
are those ? 

Pedgeift. 
St Paul's at Baverstoke — Sir Picliiird's own parish. 
They're beginnin' their rejicin's liover night — we 
don't ring here till marnin'. 

Dkxxis. 
Ah! \JSfodding to Pedgeift (//(fOIns. Hodnutt.J 
Good night. 

Pedgeift axd Mes. Hodnutt. 
Good night to ye, Mr Dennis. 

Mes. IIodnutt. 
Shall we see your kind face at the weddin', sir ? 

Dennis. 
Yes. Good-night. 
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[^Ile walks out thrcni.gh the parcJi. Mits. 
HoDNUTT and Y'E.'DG'RWT dovly folhni;- 
ing. Then there is the sound of the 
shutting of a heacij door and the grat- 
ing of a loch. The cK.rtain falls. 



After <!■ feir rnonients tlie ciirtahi rises, shunning tJie 
cJiurc/i in bright sunlight. The peics are oe- 
eupledby the tillage folk andtlie tradespeople^ 
a sejldier, a polieeniaii, grooms and oth.er ser- 
vants. Jn' front of the jieics are some ehildren. 
cam/in^ •}(iisegagx. Other rillage folk and 
ladies and gentlemen are eomlng in, (//tcOlRS. 
HoDXUTT is fussilg directing them to their 
pylaees. T'lie vedding partg is assembled — 
SiE RicriAKi), /lis best nuin a nd sejine guests 
in one group. Miss Bjmsxt, l^jiATRix, dressed 
us a bridesnudd , together leith the rest of the 
bridesmaids in another. Miss Brent ('.s- 
greeting guests as theg arrire. iSome ehJl- 
drencarrgingfou'ersare traitlng in the porch ; 
Pedgeift and tvo villagers eire pulling the 
bell ropjes. The (derggmen can just he seen 
through a small arched opjening. 

A Max. 

\^Turni)ig til a iconian infrontofhim.'\ The SUn 
shines on her marryin', if that be owt of a good 
sign. 

A WOMAX. 

Aye, they be rich folk — 'twere rainin' and blowy 
when I were wed. Lordsakes ! here's Gran'fer 
Pilbeam! 
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\_A veri/ old mail, is h'i7 in tJiroufjh the j)orch 
hy <i little ijii'l- Mi!s. HoDxr'i'T beckonx 
him aiKjrih/., then at^sittfs him into the 
wan^s jiliiee, n-ho iiifihea irnij far Iiim. 
Dennis eoiries donvi the ainle, and stands 
hy tliefont tedlfiiiy to a. ijeiitleinau. 

\ AVoMA.V. 

Look'ee theer ! Theer's yomig Heron. 

A 3Iax. 

Young Ilei'oii ! 

\ Wd.max. 
Back t' Lydgate, grej^-haired. 

A Max. 
Aye. He were Miss Cainilly's fancy nnce't, they 
do declare. 

A Wo. MAX. 

She's well sa\e(l. AVliy, he "went rakey and ruined 
his own feyther — that be known tor true. 

[77(6 ori/im ix j}loy<«l^ there i.i n i/Kinrdl more- 
meiit of expi-etiitioii. A little yirl riiiis in 
to speak tej tlie bvidi'snniids^ irho go out 
excitedly tlinnnjh the poreh. 

A 3Iax. 



She's comin' ! 
She beaint ! 



A Wdmax^". 



A ^Iax. 

T tell' 66 she's comm ! \^Li>ohiiiy arToss.\ Eh, but 
she's sorry looking'. When my gel Avere wed slie 
were flamin' red i' th' face. 
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A Woman. 
Thy gel wedded a lad. Sir Richard be a elderly 
man, and tlieer's now't to be 'shamed at. 

[Camilla «/((? Lucia x enter through the porch 
she leaning iqjon. hla <inn,. Beatrix and 
the other hrldesinaiJs fulloiv. The porch 
is then filled up hij the children, and some 
footmen wearing 'wedding faroars. As 
Camilla pas.sen Dex.nis, irho is standing 
bytliefont, she loo/\:i at /li/n niontentarilg. 
Sir RiciiAiiit adcances to nn_'et Camilla, 
they st<(nd at tin; chiincel rails, the rest 
taking their proper positions. Pedgrift 
and his men cease their hell-rimging and 
the organ stojis. There is a moment of 
silence, tlien, Camilla totters hack with her 
hand to her hrow. 

Ca.milla. 
\_Almost inandibh/.] Dennis ! 

[/S7(e siiJ,:-< info a chairhy the font, with her 
head boired and her hands cocering her 
face. There is a 'movement of consterna- 
tion fro'ni(dl, then conqjlete stillness. 

Miss Beext. 
\_Corning to Camilla's side.'\ Camilla! 

[Camilla does not stir. 

Sir Richard. 

\_Sloiidy approaching Miss Timiwi:: and toncJiing her 

arm.'] Anne. \_She tu.rns to him.'] There shall 

be no marriage to-day. I think I know — I think 1 

know. 

THE EXD. 
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The Plays of Henrik Ibsen. 

Edite<I, with Critical and Biogftaphical Inttoductioiv 
by EDMUND GOSSE. 

— — : — .. n 

This series is offered to meet a growing demand for the plays of this well- ^ 
abused and hotly-discussed writer, whose infl uence over the contemporary drama'^ 
is enormous even if his vogue in the American theatre be stiU regrettably '^'d 
small. These plays are intended for the reading public, bat are recommended >' 
for the use of llteralry societies and reading clnbs, and somewhat diffidently 1 
suggested to di-amatio clubs, as providing unconventional bat vigorously acta- S 
ble material. As a dramatist Ibsen is absolutely " actor-tight," and has written : 
more successful parts and inspired more " hits " than any of his more popular i^ 
contemporaries. This edition is printed in large, clear type, well suited for the '. 
use of reading clubs. The following titles are ready. 



A DOLL'S HOUSE. 



THE PILLARS OF SOCIETY. 



female characters, 

GHOSTS. 




A Plat in Thbeb Acts. IVrahslated by Wni- 1 
LIAM Abchek. Three male, four female char- ' 
acters, and three children. Price, Ha cents. .. 

A Plait la Focb Acts. « 

Translated b y WilUam - 

Akcheb. T4n male, = nine ! 

Price,'ii5 cents. " 



'HBEB Acts. Translated by Williah " 

male, two female characters. j 

Price, 85 cents. I 

■ROSMFR^HOTTUT I a Dbajta in Fotb acts. Translated by M. 
l\.\Joau:j^^n.\ji^yi. i cakmjchael. Pour male, two female charso- 
— — : " tfflfs. Price, as cents. 

A Dbaka ts FiVB Acts. 

TranslatedbyCi<ABABE:u.. 

Five male, three female 

Prieei 0S~ cents. 



THE LADY FROM THE SEA. 



characters. 

AN ENEMY OF SOCIETY. 

ters. 



A Plat in Tm Acts. Trans- 
lated by William Abcheb. 
Nine male, two female charac- 
Frtce, 85 cents. 



TVm \I7TTr> ruTin?' I a Deaka in five acts. Translated by E. 
inc. VfU^UUVJ^A^ M. AVELINO. Twelve male, three feraale 
■ i.i>T...o«K.i.« Price, «5 cents. 



Characters, 

THE YOUNG MEN'S LEAGUE. 



male, six female characters.- 



A Play in Five Acts. 

Translated by Henby 

Cabstakphen. Twelve 

Price, 86 cents. 



HTTnTiA flARTKI? I A Drama in Foub Acts. "Translated by 

rULUUlX \ji\SM^CJS^ JEdmcND Qosse. Three male, four female 

' characters. Price, 60 cents. 

THF MA^TFR RUIIJiER I APi-ATiirTnBEEAcTS. Trans- fli: 
irUi IViAOXIlK. £}Uli.>LyiLIV. latedbv EDMUND Gobsh and WiL- W 



female characters. 



lated by Edmund Gossb and Wil- 
liam ARCBBB. 



Four male, three 
Price, 60 cents. ^. 
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